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PREFACE. 



As it is possible that with this first part 
the fiction of " Asmodeus at Large '^ may 
terminate^ and as it is highly probable^ at 
leasts that it will not for some time be cTon- 
tinued^ we may as well say a few words on 
the design and object of the work. Although 
a part of a series, this first Book is a whole 
in itself; — ^its moral is complete. The more 
ingenious reader may, perhaps, already have 
perceived, that, while adapted to this mis- 
cellany* by constant allusions to real and 
temporary events, a metaphysical meaning 
runs throughout the characters and the 
story. In the narrator is imbodied the 
Satiety which is of the world; in Asmo- 
deus is the principle of vague Excitement 
in which Satiety always seeks for relief. 
The extravagant adventures, — the rambling 
from the ideal to the common-place, from the 



* New Monthly Magazine. 



IV FREFACS* 

flights of the imagination to the trite affairs 
and petty pleasures of the day — are the na- 
tural results of Excitement without an ob^ 
ject. A fervid, though hasty, Passion 
succeeds at last; and Asmodeus appears no 
more, because, in Love, all vague excite- 
ment is merged in absorbing and earnest 
emotion. The passion is iU-fated; but in its 
progress it is attempted to be shown, that, 
however it might have terminated, it could 
not have been productive of happiness. It 
was begun without prudence, and continued 
without foresight. The heart, once jaded, 
rushes even into love, from a principle of 
despair; and exacting too much from novel- 
ty, relapses into its former weariness, when 
the novelty is no more. No flowers can live 
long on a soil thoroughly exhausted. The 
doom of Satiety is to hate self, yet ever to 
be alone. 
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ASMODSUS AT I.ARGE< 



CHAPTER I. 

A visit to a Quack Doctor — ^The Mysterious Voice — ^AsmodeuB 
introduces himself-— The reason why the Boctor^s lotions' 
were so powerful — ^The Demon's offer — ^His liberator's re- 
serve — ^The Devil's viMt — The advantages of a good exterior 
—Our sev^tties to the shabby — ^Myself and Asmodeus go 
to the Play— Remarks on the English Drama-^The Gairick 
€lub— Our frankness in nnning — ^Anecdote of a damned 
Farce— our Actresses — ^The difficulty of teaching one of 
them to be diffident — Braham's improvement — ^Trip to 
France— Dialogue on the Befonn Bill — On Satirical Poe* 
try— Its dedine-^JijB fbr the Lords— Tauroboliad — ^Tale 
of Tucuman — ^The Devfl grows metaphyncial — ^Apologize 
— Aposthrophy to Boulogne — ^^e Spirit of Change— Dif* 
ference of Excitement in England and France — Our moral 
condition compared to our soil— Paris — ^The change in its Sa^ 
Ions— Chateaubriand and his psmphlet — Ignorance of the 
English on Foreign liteiature— The Bocher de Cancale. 

I PUT on my hat and walked at once to the 
Doctor's house. '^YVs,'' said I, musingly, "I 
am certainly in a consumption. I may as well, 
li£e Colonel Jones, leave my poor remains to the 
Surgeons at once, and enjoy Uie newspaper credit of 
my generosity before I die. The cholera, howeyer, 
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14 ASMODEUS AT l»AROE. 

which is terror to others, is consolation to me. If 
I were not dying of a Consumption, I should cer- 
tainly die of the cholera; it is something to escape 
six bottles ofcajeput, and a lamp of spirits of wine 
between the sheets, by way of a steam bath. Ne- 
vertheless,'^ I resumed, after a pause, and I but- 
toned up my coat as I spoke, ^* Nevertheless, con- 
sumption is a slow and heavy road out of the 
world. Short journeys are the pleasantest, and 
it is the greatest of earthly bordis to hear oneself 
styled for eight months ^ the interesting invalid.' 
I will try then this great operator with a cheerful 
confidence. If he cannot rub me into health, he 
will rub me a little sooner into my grave. Next to 
a long life, what blessing like a quick death !" 

With this aphorism I knocked at my quack's 
door, and was admitted. A visit to a quack is a 
very pleasurable excitement. There is something 
piquant in the disdain for prudence with which 
we deliver ourselves up to that illegitimate sports- 
man of human lives, who kills us without a quali- 
fication. There is a delicious titillation in a large 
demand upon our credulity; we like to expect 
miracles in our own proper person, and we go to 
the quack from exactly the same feelings with 
which our ancestors went to the wizard. In 
what age has not the human mind its darling su- 
jierstition? It so happened^ that 1 was the last 
visitant that morning to <^ Nature's Grand Re- 
storer." One after one my predecessors in the 
waiting-room dropped into the Doctor's study, and 
out of the Doctor's house, and at last I found 
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ASMODEUS AT LARGE. 15 

myself alone. While I was indulging in a re- 
"Terie and a patent chair, I was suddenly aroused 
by a low clear voice in the room, uttering these 
words — " We meet them again.'' I started. 
The voice seemed feminine. I looked round. 
No one was present — not even a stray article of 
woman's dress betrayed that a woman had been 
there. " It must have been in the street," said I, 
and resettled myself in the patent chair. 

"What!" said the voice again, "will you not 
speak to me ?" 

" Who's there?" cried I, beginning to feel fright- 
ened, for I thought it was the soul of a quacked 
woman ! I looked round again. I walked through 
the apartment. I peeped under the sofa. Naught 
living could I behold; it was indeed vox etpreterea 
nihil. **Hehas rubbed away all but the lady's 
voice," said I to myself, " but that defies him!" 
You seem puzzled," quoth the voice again. 
You say the truth ma'am; yet I question whe- 
ther I ought to be. A voice without a woman may 
be a little strange, it is true; but the real wonder 
would be a woman without a voice !" 

" Those jests on the loquacity of the sex," replied 
my invisible communicant, " have certainly the ad- 
vantage of novelty. It must be confessed that your 
wit is very original." 

" You have a turn for irony," said I ; "no won- 
der that a gentlewoman so little incommoded by 
the corporeal, should be inclined to the sprightly." 

"You mistake," quoth the airy tongue, "the 
quality of the person you address. I am no womaD, 
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15 AffliODEUS AT LARGE. 

I assure yoU| though mj yoke has, I allow^ some- 
thing femiDine in its tones.'' 

« What are 704 then?" 

« A DevU !" 

" Cest la meme chose r said I, going back to njy 
chair very much disappointed. 

" Pooh !" said the voice indignantly, ** there is 
no time to lose ! The door will be opened present- 
ly ; you will be summoned into the Doctor's study, 
and we may never meet each other again." 

*' That would be a great hardship indeed," said 
I, " if you have described yourself truly.** 

" Pooh!" again cried the voice ; there speaks the 
most damnable of human ernnrs. And so you, poor 
mortal worms^ really suppose that we gentlemen 
devils intend to admit you into our circle, whenTyoQ 
quit your vulgar societies here ! No, no-— we visit 
you in this world, but never in the next, just as your 
great people visit folks in the country whom they 
never receive in their town-houses." 

^' You are discourteous, Mr. Devil de bon ton ; but 
I think we can make ourselves quite as comforta- 
ble without you." 

" Bah !^^ replied the Devil. " You would insinu- 
ate that you cannot be tormented without us. Ab- 
surd! it is your own passions that torment you; 
those are our deputies, and while you think in 
our regions below we are actively torturing you, 
we are sitting quietly in our drawing-rooms play- 
ii^ at rouge et noir^ and leave you to torture each 
other. Envy, jealousy, fear, and repentance — these 
can play the devil with you very handsomely » 
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Without our assistance. But a truce to explana- 
tion. Time presses for decision. Know that 1 am 
the Devil Asmodeus, whose adventures with Don 
Cleofas you know so well. At that time I had the 
pleasure of making your acqaintance." 

"Signor Don Asmodeus," said I, interrupting 
the Devil, somewhat briskly, *^ you do me too much 
honour ; I have had cares and crosses enough in 
fife to write old age in my heart; hut in mere 
yearly the vulgar computations of time, I am not 
quite so ancient as you would allege; sacre diantre ! 
according^to you, I should be about one hundred 
and ninety-five !" 

** Mistake not P' returned the Devil, " at that 
time you existed in another shape." 

"Aha I you are a Pythagorean, then! I hope 
my old form enjoyed better health than my pre- 
sent one.'' 

" That is a secret," said the Devil, mysteriously; 
^* I cannot tell you who, or what you were. Trans- 
miration is not a thing to be babbled about; those 
fellows who pretended, in ancient times to remem- 
ber their former selves, were monstrous impostors, 
I assure you.^' 

** I easily believe it ; but griinting our old ac- 
quaintance, for my memory certainly cannot con- 
tradict you ; what is it that Signor Don Asmodeus 
¥dshes me to do?" 

" Mount that chair, and look on the shelf to the 
r%ht of the fire-place. You will see a bottle of lo- 
tion." 

2# 
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18 ASMODEUS AT tJLRAMs 

'< Ah I I see it now ; and you are at present "Vnth* 
in that bottle !" 

^ Exactly ; that d — d Quack in the next room^ 
when he made war against mankind, easily per- 
suaded me to enter into partnership with him ; but 
iaitb, the rogue decoyed me one bright morning 
into this bottle of lotion, and there I have been 
caged ever since." 

^' What then, it is your presence, I suppose, that 
gives so str(H)g a power to the lotion?" 

^* Just so : You have no idea how the water a 
devil bathes in can blister the skin; it is from this 
bottle that the Doctor fills his smaller receptacles 
in the next room." 

" You then are the great back-rubber," cried I, 
in much horror; '* you are the hole-maker, and the 
lady-destroyer I and going to the Doctor is but an- 
other phrase for going to the Devil!" 

" Do not reproach me now," said the demon, in 
a melancholy voice, '* I suiBTer myself, I assure you^ 
in this infernal sea of cantharides, as much as the 
creatures I destroy. Willingly would I be released 
from my present confinement, and if you have pity 
either for devil or man, you will take me out of 
the Doctor's possession. Fortunate, indeed, was it 
for you that I recognised you as an old acquaint- 
ance; to new debutants in this world, I am not suf- 
fered to demean myself by an introduction — that 
is left to demons of lower rank ; fortunate, I say^ 
was it for you, or I should have clawed all the skia 
off your back before you knew what a deuce of a 
fellow had got hold of you.'' 
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AlS>OJ)SUS AT LAMS. 19 

^If I release you/' said I musiDglj, it will cer* 
tainly be for the benefit of mankind; but then you 
know — most philosophical Devil — that there is 
nofihdng in the world like an enlarged self-interest, 
and I want to make the best bargain I can with 
you also, for myself. Will you be to me the same 
Cicerone and companion that you were to Don 
Cleofas ? I am subject to fits of fearful desponden* 
cy — 1 want an entertaining companion-^I am too 
absent for women, and too gloomy for men ; but I 
think 1 could be excellent friends with a polite 
devih'^ 

** All that I was to Don Cleofas, that will I be to 
you ! More than I was to Don Cleofas, I can be to 
you also ; for Don Cleofas was an idle young man, 
a mere student, just wise enough for a lover. He 
ivould have been incapable of understanding half 
the sights I should have wished to reveal to him ; 
and as to our discourses, they owe all their merit 
to that wittiest of eaves-droppers — Le Sage; but 
you, sir, are just the person — nay never blush, on 
the honour of a gentleman — ^you are just the per- 
son I could take a pleasure in instructing. The 
past — ^the present — this world — a great portion of 
the other — all that now live— all that have ever 
lived — I can show you at your command. Nay, 
if you have the courage, we can take an occasion- 
al trip to the moon, or perform the grand tour of 
the lactea via I What a pleasant way of passing 
this dull winter! Then, too, I have a lai^e ac- 
quaintance among the fairies, and I can let yon 
into more secrets in that quarter, than Master 
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80 ASMMDEUS at LAROfi. 

Croflon Croker is well aware of. As to mortalft>— 
the highest — the fairest — the wisest — I can make 
you intimate with them all. You shall shoot with 
Charles X. at Holyrood — dine with the Duke of 
Reichstadt, and ask him if he remembers that he 
IS the son of Napoleon. You shall sit on the wool- 
sack with Brougham, f nd see me uncork the non- 
sense of Londonderry. You shall eat your fish at 
the Rocher de Cancale, when you incline to the 
gourmand ; and gaze on the moon from the shat- 
tered arches of the Colosseum, when you meditate 
the romantic !" 

" Your offers content me/' said I, less enthusias- 
tically than the Devil expected; *< I accept them 
at once: the time indeed has passed since either 
luxury or romance had the power to charm: but I 
can still be amused^ if no longer delighted. Come, 
then, shall I put you into my pocket, and carry 
you and your prison away?'' 

** No!" returned the Devil, "you must open 
the window, and throw the phial out qpon the 
stones!" 

<^ And you — " 

" Will have the honour to be in waiting for you 
at your own rooms by the time you arrive there." 

<«But, Signor Don Asmodeus, there is no compact 
between us, you will please to recollect I shall 
endorse no bills you may wish to present me, 
payable in the next world. I shall be happy to 
make your acquaintance in an honest way, but 
I cannot afford to lend you my soul." 

^^Bah!" said Asmodeus, "those bargains are 
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ASM0DEU8 AT LARGE. 91 

obsolete; hell must have been badly peopled at 
that time; now we have more souls than we know 
what to do with/* Reassured by this informa- 
tion, I opened the window, and threw the lotion 
on the pavement: I had scarcely done so, before 
the Doctor's bell rang, and I knew that it was my 
turn to be rubbed: my ardour for that personal 
experiment was, however, wonderfully abated; I 
doubted not but that the doctor had other bottles 
equally calculated to play the Devil with one. I 
seized my stick and gloves, brushed by the ser- 
vant with an unintelligible mutter, and walked 
home to see if my new acquaintance was a gen- 
tleman of his word. 

^* A stranger, Sir, in the library ,'' said my ser- 
vant in opening the door. 

*' Indeed! what, a short lame gentleman?^* 

'*No, sir; middle-sized, — ^has very much the 
air of a lawyer or professional man/' 

I entered the room, and instead of the dwarf 
4emon Le Sage described, I beheld a comely man 
'^seated at the table, with a high forehead, a sharp 
face,' and a pair of spectacles on his nose. He was 
enoployed in reading the new ncg|;el of "The 
Usurer's Daughter." 

<*This cannot be the devil!'' said I to myself; 
so I bowed, and asked the gentleman his business. 

«^ Tush!'' quoth my visiter; "and how did you 
leave the Doctor?" 

It is you, then!" said I; "you have grown 
greatly since you left Don Cleofas." 

"Wars fatten our tribe," answered the Devil; 
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^^ besides shapes are optional with me, and in Eng* 
land men go by appearances more than they do 
abroad;* one is forced to look respectable and port- 
ly: the Devil himself could not cheat your coun- 
trymen with a shabby exterior. Doubtless you 
observe that all the swindlers, whose adventures 
enliven your journals, are dressed * in the height 
of fashion/ and enjoy * a mild prepossessing demea- 
nour.' Even the Cholera does not menace < a 
gentleman of the better ranks/ and no bodies are 
burked with a decent suit of clothes on their backs. 
Wealth in all countries is the highest possible 
morality; but you carry the doctrine to so great 
an excess, that you scarcely suffer the poor man to 
exist at all. If he take a walk in the country, 
there's the Vagrant Act; and if he has not a pen- 
ny to hire a cellar in town, he's snapped up by a 
Burker, and sent off to the surgeons in a sack. 
It must be owned that no country affords such 
warnings to the spendthrift You are one great 
moral against the getting rid of one's money. " 

On this, Asmodeus and myself had a long con- 

^YerHiation; it ended in our dining together, (for I 

-j^Eijjmd him a |ocial fellow, and fond of a broil in a 

quiet way;) and adjourning in excellent spirits, to 

the theatre. 

" Certainly," said the Devil, taking a pinch of 
snuff, *^ certainly, your drama is wonderful fine, 
it is worthy of a civilized nation; formerly you were 
contented with choosing actors among human kind, 
but what an improvement to go among the brute 
creation! think what a fine idea to have a whole 
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play turn upon the appearance of a broken-backed 
lion! And so you are going to raise the drama 
by setting up a club; that's another exquisite no- 
tion! You hire a great house in the neighbour- 
hood of the theatre; you call it the Garrick Club. 
You allow actors and patrons to mix themselves 
and their negus there after the play; and this you 
call a design for exalting the drama. Certainly 
you English are a droll set; your expedients are 
admirable.'' 

'*My good Devil, any thing that brings actors 
and spectators together, that creates an esprit de 
carps among all who cherish the drama, is not to 
be sneered at in that inconsiderate manner." 

^I sneer! you mistake me; you have adduced a 
most convincing argument, esprit de corps f — good! 
Your clubs certainly nourish sociality greatly; 
those little tables, with one sulky man before one 
sulky chop — those hurried nods between acquaint- 
ances — ^that monopoly of newspapers ^nd easy 
chairs — ^all exhibit to perfection the cementing 
faculties of a club. Then, too, it certainly does an 
actor inestimable benefit to mix with lords and 
squires. Nothing more fits a man for his profes- 
sion, than living with people who knew nothing 
about it Only think what a poor actor Kean is; 
you would have made him quite a different things, 
if you had tied him to tame gentlemen in the 
« Garrick Club." He would have played « Ri. 
chard" in a much higher vein, 1 doubt not" 

«« Well," said I, " the stage is your affair at 
present, and doubtless you do right to reject any 
innovation." 
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"Why, yes/' quoth (he Devil, looking round; 
<<we have a very good •dfemale supply in this 
quarter. But pray how conieB it that the English 
are so candid in sin? Among all nations there is 
immorality enough, Heavens knows; but you are 
so delightfully shameless: if a crime is committed 
here, you can't let it < waste its sweetness;' you 
thrust it into your papers forthwith; you stick it 
upon your walls; you produce it at your theatres; 
you chat about it as an agreeable subject of con- 
versation; and then you cry out with a blush 
against the open profligacy abroad! This is one 
of those amiable contradictions in human nature 
that charm me excessively. You fill your thea- 
tres with ladies of pleasure — you fill your news- 
papers with naughty accounts — a robbery is better 
to you than a feast — and a good fraud in the city 
will make you happy for a week; and all this 
while you say: * We are the people who send vice 
to Coventry, and teach the world how to despise 
immorality.' Nay, if one man conamits a mur- 
der, your newspapers kindly instruct his associates 
how to murder in future, by a far safer method. 
A wretch kills a boy for the surgeons, by holding 
his head under water: * Silly dog!' cries the Morn- 
ing Herald, < why did not he clap a sponge dipped 
in prussic acid to the boy's mouth?" ' 

Here we were interrupted by a slight noise in 
the next box, which a gentleman had just entered. 
He was a tall man, with a handsome face and very 
prepossessing manner. 

''That is an Author of considerable reputa- 
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tion,^ said my Devil, ^^ quiet, though a man of 
wity and with a heart, though a man of the world* 
Talking of the drama, he once brought out a farce^ 
which had the good fortune to be damned. As 
great expectations had been formed of it, and the 
author's name had transpired; the unsuccessful 
writer rose the liext morning with a hissing sound 
in his ears, and that leaning towards misanthropy, 
which you men always experience when the world 
has the bad taste to mistake your merits. ^ Thank 
Fate, however,' said the Author, ' it is damned 
thoroughly — it is oflF the stage — I cannot be hissed 
again — in a few days it will be forgotten — mean- 
while I will take a walk in the Park.' Scarce 
had the gentleman got into the street, before, lo! 
at a butcher's shop blazed the 'very head and 
front of his offending.' < Second night of its ap- 
pearance, the admired Farce of , by — — — , 

Esq.' Away posts the Author to the Manager. 

< Good heavens, sir! my farce again! was it not 
thoroughly damned last night?' 

^Thoroughly damned!' quoth the Manager, 
drily ;< we reproduce it, sir — we reproduce it (with 
a knowing wink,) that the world, enraged at our 
audacity, may come here to damn it again !' So it 
is, you seel the love of money is the contempt of 
man: there's an aphorism for you! Let us turn 
to the stage. What actresses you have ! — certain- 
ly you !E^nglish are a gallant nation.; you are won- 
derfully polite to come and see such horrible fe- 
male performers! By tiie by, you observed when 
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that young lady caifie on the stage, how timidljf 
slie adyanoed, how frightened she seemed. <^ What 
modesty !^^ cry the audience; " we must encourage 
her'/' they clap, they shout, they pity the pool- 
thing, tliey cheer her into spirits. Would you 
believe that the hardest thing the Manager had to 
• do with her was to teach her that modesty. She 
wanted to walk on the stage like a grenadier^ and 
it required fifteen lessons to make her be ashamed 
of herself. It is in these things that the stage 
mimics the world, rather behind the scenes than 
before!" 

'^ Bless me, how Braham is improved!" cried 
a man with spectacles, behind me; ^*he acts now 
better than he sings!" 

<^ Is it not strange," said Asmodeus, how long 
the germ of a quality may remain latent in the 
human mind, and how completely you mortals 
are the creatures of culture? It was not till his 
old age &at Braham took lessons in acting; some 
three times a week has he of late wended his way 
down to the comedian of Chapel-street, to learn 
energy and counterfeit warmth; and the best of it 
is, that the spectators will have it that an Actor 
feels all he acts; as if Human Nature, wicked as 
it is, could feel Richard the Third every other 
night I remember, lifrs. Siddons had a majestic 
manner of extending her arm as she left the stage. 
< What grace!' said the world, with tears in its 
eyes, *what dignity! what a wonderful way of 
extending an arm ! you see her whole soul is in 
the part!' The arm was in reality stretched im- 
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patiently out for a pinch from the snuff-box that 
was always in readine^ behind the scenes." 

It is my misfortune, Reader, to be rapidly 
bored. I cannot sit out a sermon, much less a 
play; amusement is the most tedious of human 
pursuits. 

*< You are tired of this, surely," said I to ih% . 
Devil; "let us^ol" 

" Whither?" said Asmodeus. 

'^ Why, ^tis a starlit night, let us ride over to 
Paris, and sup, as you promised, at the Rocher d^ 

Cancale." 

" Vbloniiers.^' 

Away — away — away — into the broad still hea- 
rens, the stars dancing merrily above us, and the 
mighty heart of the City beating beneath the dusky 
garment of Night below. 

^* Let uSi look down," said Asmodeus; " what 
a wilderness of houses! shall I uncover the roofs 
for you, as I did for Don Cleofas; or rather, for it 
is ah easier method, shall I touch your eyes with 
my salve of penetration, and enable you to see at 
once through the wall?" 

" You might as well do so; it is pleasant to feel 
the power, though at present I think it superflu^ 
ous; wherever I look, I can only see rogues and 
fools, with a stray honest man now and then, who 
is probably in prison. " 

Asmodeus touched my eyes with a green salve, 
which he took out of an ivory box, and all at 
once, my sight being directed towards a certain 
palace, I beheld 
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« « « - « « * 

<^ And what thought you of the last discussions 
on the Reform Bill?" quoth the Devil^ as we can- 
tefred through the clouds to Dover. 

« Dull beyond measure. I took my seat under 
the Gallery — no spirit in the debate— and not one 
l|)eech save Stanley's that did justice to the speak- 
er. Macauley served up his old speeches as a 
hash, uttered some fearful sophisms, for so fine an 
intellect. The worst of that House is, that a so- 
phism or a common-place is absolutely necessary 
to produce a splendid effect Heavens! how they 
yell on Croker when he is illustrating misstate- 
ment; the natural beauty of Truth grows fearfully 
darkened in that dim oak room. But let us not 
rush into that vefiium nejas — ^that most hacknied 
of all subjects. What is there new?** 

<* Faith,'' said Asmodeus, " I ought to ask you 
that! A demon caged in a bottle of lotion is in a 
pretty pli^t to learn news, truly! I amused my- 
«elf:Vwith looking over a few new books on your 
£_ table. I read them as attentively as a reviewer; 
viz. six volumes in a quarter of an hour. I per- 
ceived three satirical poems lying together. Ah, 
said I> * Lays for the Lords '^ on the one side of 
the question, and the < Tauroboliad ' on the 
other, "t 

" Aud the * Tale of Tucuman,'J more after my 
own vein than either," added Asmodeus, << for it 
hits devilish hard upon both sides. But how 

• Effingham Wilson, 1831 , f Hatchard, 1831, 
f Effingliam Wilaon, 1^1- 
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strangely times have altered in your poetical lite- 
rature within the last tiyenty years; foi^nerly, I 
remember well that no poetry was so successful as 
the satirical. A pamphlet of strong rbyme^ with 
a liberal use of the mysterious asterisk, ran through 
half a dozen editions in a week. Now, what on 
earth are you all so indifferent to as satire, Unless it 
be the satire of the Sunday newspapers? Here, 
for instance, is the ^ Tauroboliad,' a poem of re* 
markable causticity and polish, and certainly equal 
in many parts to the ^ Pursuits of Literature;' and 
not a bookseller could be found to publish it but 
Hatchard, and he, I fear, will not rejoice at his 
daring« < The L^ays for the Lords ^ is a tempting 
title, and the poem is rough and manly enough, 
one would think, to charm you Radicals into lay* 
ing out half a crown upon the abuse of the Tories. 
But I fancy if you had many half crowns to spare> 
you would be Tories also." 

*^ As for the * Tale of Tucuman,' said I, pro- 
perly disregarding the illiberal sarcasm of the 
Devil, whom I suspect to be a Tory in his heart; 
" it has been largely and justly lauded by the cri- 
tics, and evinces what is rare enough in a satirist 
-*— a mind that thinks rightly, and goes at once to 
the depth of things. The author has in him the 
stuff to make a very valuable writer, and I think 
be will do your cause harm yet before he dies. ^^ 

^^ My. causeP' said Asmodeus, stopping short, 
in despite of the strong winds that now almost 
blew us away in the Straits of Dover. ^' My 
cause I Ah, you mortals wrong us deyils,-<-upoa 
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my honour, you do: the origin of human evil is 
ignorance; and who was it that put it into your an- 
cestor's head to eat of the fruit of the tree of know- 
ledge?" 

<< Grant me patience !*' cried I, <*here have I 
avoided all the world to have a respite from phi- 
losophers, and the march of intellect; and I can- 
not even form an acquaintance with a devil with- 
out being plagued with the origin of evil — igno- 
rance and the tree of knowledge- Signor Don 
Asmodeus, if you are going to be metaphysi- 
cal " 

*^ I beg your pardon/* interrupted Asmodeus, 
very humbly, ^< I was thinking of Holland House." 
We got on most famously, as th§ reader will be- 
lieve, while Asmodeus and I were thus chatting, 
now on one thing, now on the other — sometimes 
of the Emperor of Russia^ sometimes of Captain 
Marryatt's last novel — which, as we were crossing 
the sea, was the more apropos subject of the two, 
(and which, by the by, I can recommend to the 
reader as a capital thing,*) — sometimes of war, 
sometimes of love, sometimes of the great won- 
ders in the deep beneath us, and sometimes — 
though the Devil was shy here — of the happy stars, 
that twinkled their bright eyes so cheerily above. 
We paused a moment over the town of Boulogne, 
to recruit ourselves and change our steeds; (for we 
were mounted on a pair of Mr.' Croker's notions 
of French politics — and they could never go a 

• «* Newton Forater," Cochrane and PickersgiU^ 
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step farther than Boulogne.) As the Devil looked 
aslant on that little nest of English imperfections, 
his heart seemed to swell within him — << Oh, Sen- 
Una Gentium P^ cried he, aloud — ^*sink of impu« 
rities — reservoir, into which, through the mighty 
drains of the ocean, England pours off the most fetid 
of her humours; who can look at thy little, turbu- 
lent, gambling, black-legged, duelling, swaggering 
world, without amazement and emotion? Botany 
Bay of society — living gazette of bankrupts, whe- 
ther of character, hope, fortune, or health — in 
whose small page is crowded so voluminous a list! 
how pleasant it is to look upon thy motley varieties^ 
and to feel that we may, indeed, go farther, but 
we can never fare worse! Paris is the Circe of 
the world, and Boulogne is her pigsty!^' 

I smiled at the Devil's panegyric, looking down 
1 beheld a multiplicity of scenes that fully proved 
its impartiality. There, in the High Town, I saw 
a fraudulent trader giving a ball from the profits 
of a bankruptcy; and, in the next house, two cap- 
tains on half-pay were exchanging shots across a 
table. In a small garret, in the lower part of the 
town, sat a squalid family, whom the bankrupt 
had ruined; the children crying for bread, and the 
father cursing for brandy, and the mother wishing 
herself dead. - Far by the solitary shore, was a 
smuggler's vessel, which dark forms were crowd- 
ing with various goods — here a box of French lace 
for a duchess; there a chest of human corpses for 
the surgeons; here, spirits for a wine-merchant, 
who was a miser: there, indecent prints for his son, 
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who was a spendthrift ** That vessel," quoth the 
Devily "is a type of the town!" 

" And of the world, too ! " said I. " Let us can- 
ter on." 

We had mounted on a couple of schemes for 
Saint Simonizing Paris, which the Devil caught 
out of the soul of a French waiter, and we were 
up in the clouds in an instant. 

"Damn it 1"- quoth the Devil, very profanely^ 
<*we shall be in the moon presently. When a 
Frenchman does speculate, he takes good care to 
do it in right earnest: Earth's lost sight of before 
you can say Jack Robinson*" 

" And, pray, my dear Don, what think you of 
all these schemes that fluctuate throughout France 
— this visionary lust of change — this non-content^ 
ment— ^this shifting tendency to all excitation — this 
shot-silk colouring of the public mind, that changes 
hue in every light that you look at it — does it net 
portend ultimate benefit to us miserable mortals?" 

^^ Humph!'' growled Asmodeus, "I know no-r 
thing of the future; but, as a devil o£ sense, 
though no prophet, i think it is not so dangerous 
to the present generation in France as in England. 
If you don't take care, and settle that stupid Bill 
of yours very shortly, you will sink at once from 
the highest commercial nation in the world into a 
fifth-rate power. A trading people, who are only 
great artificially, and are prosperous upon credit, 
cannot long bear an excitement that unsettles com- 
merce, makes debtors pressing, money scarce, 
tradesmen sore, farmers grumbling, and the d^siro 
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for change so habitual, an^ at last a great change 
itself so necessary, that moderate change will be 
but a thimbleful of water on the fire. The soil of 
your greatness, compared to that of France, is like 
the soil of your land compared to hers. A war 
devastates France, ruins her harvests, crushes her 
vineyards, and in two years afterwards all is as 
fertile as before — thanks to Nature! — but your 
light, thin, sandy stratum — one vast hothouse of 
skilful forcing — if an army passed over it, would 
take a dozen years to recover-— thanks to Artl 
So is it with your moral condition, equally artifi- 
cial as your soil. What agitates France now, in- 
jures her not to-morrow. What agitates England 
now, if not speedily removed, will do the evil 
work of a century. Look to yourselves in time^ 
and if you must have excitement, prefer the agita- 
tions of freedom to the fever of discontent.'* 

<< My dear Devil, what a libel on yourself and 
your brethren to say you can't speak truth!" 

^^ It is so,'' answered Asmodeus; " we speak 
truth exactly because that is the very way to make 
mankind run into error. Truth is the true Cas- 
sandra — fated never to be believed till too late!" 

Away — 'away — ^away — with the dull English 
lord in his caleche and four creeping behind us, and 
the breath of the mail's panting horses dying on 
our track — away through that gladsome air which 
dances over the valleys of France, and mounts 
into the brain like a glorious wine — away above 
the lamp-lit towns, with the husband already 
asleep, and the lover for ever waking — away, 
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below the gay moon that has just come out^ to 
smile at once upon Joy and Sorrow^ Innocence 
and Crime, the fair stpic of Heaven. We are in 
Paris! 

<* There is a change," said Asmodeus, as we sat 
perched on the dotne of the Invalids, ^^ there is a 
change in Paris since you were last here. Observe 
how serious the salons have become; the cam-, 
pagne of society has lost its sparkle." 

I looked into the old remembered houses: As- 
modeus said right — people were gambling, and 
talking, and making love as before, but not with 
the same gaiety; the dark spirit of change worked 
vividly beneath the surface of manners; circles 
were more mixed and motley than they had been j 
men without the ** De '* mixed familiarly with 
those who boasted the blood of princes; a tone of 
insolence seemed substituted for the tone of in-^ 
trigue; and men appeared resolved rather to com- 
mand the attainment of their wishes than to wheedle 
themselves into it 

"Fit subjects!" quoth the l)evil, lighting his 
cigar, ^'for a king who rides bodkin in an om-^ 
nibus!" 

From these scenes I turned with great interest 
to one that contrasted then^ forcibly. Apart — ^ 
alone, in a quiet chamber, sat a man somewhat 
stricken in years, with a fine and worn couhte-^ 
nance, that spoke genius in every line« He leant 
his head on his hand; papers and books strewed 
the table at which he sat, and I noted especially 
one pamphlet, entitled, ^^Dela Nouvelle FrcpQsi% 
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Hon relative au Bannissemeni de Charles X, et 
de sa FamiUe. " 

** Wonderful power of pen and ink!" said As- 
modeus. *^ Great ruler of human hearts! — talk of 
the authority of despots — the quill of a goose is 
the true sceptre. You see there a man who, by 
the mete charm of his pen, has made himself a 
fourth estate: a visionary in his youth, a quack in 
his old age, he is yet the most remarkable being 
that France can now boast of. But as for you 
•Englishmen, locked up in your own little island^ 
and reading Mr. Hunt's speeches about Preston, 
you absolutely do not know any thing more about 
M. de Chateaubriand, and his present influence 
in France, than that he wrote a pamphlet the other 
"day, which pamphlet has never been even translated 
in London, and has been read in the original by 
at most six Londoners. And yet this pamphlet, 
which you, I fancy, conclude to be the same sort 
of thing as * What will the Lordis do next?' raised 
its author at once into a throne of opinion, and 
made a greater sensation in France than the finest 
poem of your Byron ever created in England,"* 

** The more the pity for France. I was in hopes 
she had passed the time when fine words could 
set her feelings against her principles." 

** You are still mounted on a chimera," said the 
Devilj sarcastically. " France can always be won 

• Tlie writer of Ae article on Talleyrand considers tliat great 
diplomat, we tlunk with great felicity, the " Voltaire " of politics 
— ^H, de Chateaubriand b the Roiusseau. 
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by addressing her hearty just the same as eloquence 
with you must be addressed to the pocket You 
speak to the one of her national greatness, to the 
other of her national debt; but it is unfortunate for 
you English, that you do not pay more attention 
to foreign literature and foreign politics. You 
ought to hear what the rest of the world say of 
you; — you ought to see how grand, how true the 
views, which, from a just distance. Frenchmen iu 
particular, form of your present situation. You are 
like a man who can only talk of himself, and to 
himself; one great National Soliloquist wrapt in a 
Monologue!" 

With that, Asmodeus threw away the stump of 
his cigar, and we alighted at the door of the 
Rocher. Small, cheerful chamber, do I see you 
again, with the large brown sleek cat in the arm- 
chair! Stir up the fire — make haste with the 
Chambertin and the Sauti — where is the playbill, 
and the Figaro? Oh, Asmodeus! in this city I 
find again the pleasures of youth! Can you re- 
store to me also the healthy — the heart to enjoy 
them?" 
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CHAPTEE II. 



The warning of Asmodeus against love-— The &te of Authors 
below — ^The piinriples of Cndcism and Morality the same-*- 
The Excurnon renewed — ^Foudns*— Caamer Perier— 'The 
art of hatching plots— A view of les amis du peuple-— Gene« 
ral Dubouig, Scc.^-^A comit6 doctrainaire — ^The Duke de 
Bn^Ue— -M. Guizot^H Thiers^ &c.-^The Tuileries— The 
Boyal Ftomily-^Louis Philippe and his dispositions — ^Return 
Ixmdonwards— The Devil's remarks on the Lord Chancellor 
—Apostrophe to Novelty — ^Asmodeus re-appears — Chitchat 
upon Literature — ^Morals, &c.^ — ^Walk out — ^The Devil's ad- 
miration of Buckin^^iam Palace — ^The Duke of Welling^ton-^ 

* Considerations on his probable estimate of mankind — ^The 
Devil and m3rself resolve to go to a Public Dinner— And 
elsewhere t 

Ai'TER all^ there are few pleasanter modes of 
spending your time than over a bottle of good 
Chambertin, enjoyed with an agreeable Devil. 
As we leave the age of five-and-tweuty behind us, 
we begin to like wine and talk. Wometi dnd 
moonlight are still charming, — but they havQ, 
passed from the drama of life to the interludci 
" And what/' said I to Asmodeus, — " what do 
you propose for the rest of the night? shall we 
visit Bereng^, and make him sing us one of his 
own songs, or shall we hire a guitar between us 
and go a-serenading with Messieurs les Chats? 
perhaps your present Don Cleofas may discover a 
newSeraphina.^' **Asto that,"— -replied Asmo- 
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deus, as he quaffed the first glass of a new bottle^ 
for those devils are judges of good wine, and their 
constitutional thirst is a great advantage to them 
in a place like the Rocher; — *< as to that, whenever 
you wish to turn lover, I am at your service — ^"tis 
my vocation — I am the imp of valets and billets* 
doux, and an intrigue is the breath of my nostrils 
— ^but I warn you, I have a little of the Mephisto- 
pheles in my nature when it comes to love-making, 
and my assistance may not turn out so happily as 
it seems. You see how frank wine makes .one. '* 
The Devil said this with great gravity — but I 
who was bent upon falling in love at the first 
favourable opportunity, and who, the more I see 
of life, am the more convinced that falling in love 
is far better than business, ambition, law or even 
fighting — for disrobing oneself of ^nnui — filled 
my glass gaily — and drinking to the memory of 
Le Sage, cried to the Devil — "A truce with your 
warnings, Asmodeus — I renounce human friends, 
because they are always advising and foretelling — 
plunge me into embarrassments — I will not blame 
—I will love you for it — I like a difficulty above 
all things — it is such a pleasure to get out of it I 
never knew either despair or regret, and I defy 
the devil himself to subdue my hearty confidence 
in my own resources. But drink, Asmodeus — 
drink to the memory of that incomparable "wit, 
who has left us in the Boy of Santillane, the (Bpic 
of daily life: howl envy you the honour of having 
-made his acquaintance! By the by — hem! — pray 

what become of novel-writers in the next world? 

You see nothing of them, I hope.'' 
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f^They are punished according to their literary 
demerits/' replied the Devil, " for a bad novel is 
a serious injury to mankind. Of good writers 
Jknow we naught — for it is held that a man can do 
more good by a book than harm by a life, and it is 
not even asked in the next world whether or not 
Shakspeare loved le beau sexe et ie bon vin.^^ 

^^ Monsieur le Diable, n voire sanfe. Your 
sentiments do the highest honour to your head 
and hearty and in future I will study the canons 
jof eriticism^ instead of the laws of morality." 

** They are one and the same, properly under- 
fitpod,'' said the Devil, coolly; — and tossing oflf 
his last glass, for no sooner had he begun to mo- 
ralize, than he made double haste towards the end 
of the bottl^ — ^he rose up, and proposed an Ha- 
roun-al-Raschid sort of excursion. 

" With all my heart," said I, seizing my hat. 
So we paid the bill, and sauntered into the street 
The Devil began to whistle. ** I have sum- 
moned," said he^ after he had finished an air from 
Der Freischutz^ — " I have summoned a couple 
of notions of travelling from the mind of a Ger- 
man Prince — here they are — and will serve us for 
horses in our ride about the cit3^ His Highness 
lately visited you, entered people's houses under 
a feigned name, and where he was received as the 
Prince, he lived as the spy. His notions of tra- 
velling are particularly useful to us in our excur- 
sion, for they are excessively rapid: so much so, 
that they distance recollection, and play the deuce 
with exactness. But that's nothing to us, we are 
not writing travels. JiUon^V^ We sprang on our 
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fiteedS; and I felt myself instantly seized with the 
furor of describing. Nay, the more 1 saw of a 
house^ the more I felt inclined to abuse its inhabi- 
tants. But my horse shied so that I was all but 
over — ^when it came unawares on a house called^ 
from the English original^ *The Traveller's Club.' ** 

<< Look^^' said Asmodeus, pointing to me the 
house of the Home Department; << do you see in 
that room those two gentlemen, who are very bu- 
sily reading a despatch. That long-faced, bald 
man is M. Foudras, the secretary-general of Pe- 
rier — the very man who was the bosom friend of 
Decazes and Corbiere: he is the best inventor and 
discoverer of nK>ck conspiracies that Paris possesses 
— they are going to give him a patent for it The 
other, he on the right hand, is M. Gisquet, the 
Prefet of Police — an ex-parteur of the house of 
Perier, and hamme depaitte of the present Presi^ 
dent of the CounciL The paper they are reading is 
a denunciation against ks amis dupeuple, who are 
divided in several sections, and who assemble se- 
cretly in private houses to plot and to discuss p<K 
litical matters. According to the Arguses of M« 
Gisquet, they are every where^ but are never found 
when the police makes a descent on the suspected 
rendezvous." 

While Asmodeus was giving me this informa-^ 
tion, the door opened; a thin, pale man entered. 
Foudras and Gisquet rose respectfully. <<And 
who is he?" said I. — " That is no less a person 
than Casimir Perier," replied Asmodeus. " You 
see how attentively he is perusing that paper. It 
is the evening journal, < The MouvemenL* Ob<» 
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serve what contortions, and what grimaces he 
makes: see how he trembles with rage. General 
Dubourg attacks him personally every evening. 
Look, now, how fiercely he falls upon the Prefet 
de Police. Satan! his Prefetship has no sinecure! 
He has ordered that two new spies should be di- 
rected to watch and follow every step of General 
Dubourg. See, now, they have taken again to 
the denunciation ! The Minister is furious, and 
has threatened to disgrace Af. Foudras if he does 
not find out the chief rendezvous of the amis du 
peuple. Our gentlemen seem abashed. Perier 
has exposed to them his painful situation ; strong 
suspicions are entertained that the conspiracy of 
Notre Dame has been one of his political strata- 
gems; it is also to be apprehended, that before the 
Justice the persons arrested will prove it to be so. 

Perier will throw all the blame on M. Foudras 
and Gisquet, if he cannot by other means prevent 
certain disclosures of his conduct This they will 
submit to. Hear them — they promise to take 
Upon themselves all the blame in the transaction, 
should it come ta light; but they have demanded 
a new supply of money to arrange the malter: it 
is granted. Money is the last thing a good Mi- 
nister cares about, especially if it's the Nation's." 

After this the Prime Minister sat down to write. 
I begged Asmodeus to inform me upon what sub- 
ject; 5ie Devil replied that he was inditing a letter 
to Metternich, and that it related to the affairs of 
Italy. <* Perier will not interfere, should the Aus- 
trians go again into the Roman States. "'—"Is it 
possible?^ replied I.— <«Nay, it is necessary!*' 
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retorted Asmodeus; << France has lost the oppor^ 
tunity of commanding respect, and she must now 
act with forbearance." 

*« But," continued my guide, " turn yourself 
this way, and I will show you a meeting of the 
amis du peuple.*' I obeyed, and saw a great 
number of young men, assembled in a lai^ room: 
they were all standing, and a little man, with 
black hair, and very dark complexion, was ha- 
ranguing them. " Who is he?" asked I, <* That 
is M. Marrast, the most violent of the amis du 
peupUy and the most constant personal enemy of 
Louis Philippe and Casimir Perier. That tall 
man that stands by him is M. Fazy, the Editor of 
< La Revolution;^ and the dark and tall fine-look* 
ing man, whom you see next to Fazy, is Greneral 
Dubourg. " While Asmodeus was speaking to me, 
the assembly gradually warmed into great agita- 
tion. They seemed exasperated, and gesticulated 
vehemently: — those foreigners cannot get coolly 
into a passion, as we do! << And why all that agiio 
tation?" said I to Asmodeus. <^ Why? Because 
Marrast has ended his speech by advising his com* 
rades not to lose time— to prepare for attacking 
openly the Grovernment as soon as possible; for if 
they delay, there is little hope for tfiem." 

<^ And who is that young man now speaking so 
violently?** 

^^ That is Gallois, the same who was tried for 
having threatened to murder Louis Philippe, and 
who was acquitted. That other, next to him, is 
Guinard, a true Republican, who has more respect 
for a chiffonnier than for Louis Philippe aod all 
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his Ministerf. That little fellow with a bald head 
is Cauchois le Maire, a very liberal writer, and 
the only independent redacteur of < The Consti* 
tutionneL'^' 

<^ Now I will show you a ComitS Docirincpre. 
In that drawing-room, you see those stem-looking 
gentlemen sitting around that sofa which is oceu- 
pied by three persons? Well, that in the middle 
is the Duke de Broglie; the one on the right hand 
is M. Guizot, and that on the left is the President 
of the Chamber of Deputies. That very little man, 
now talking, is M. Thiers, — ^the great champion 
of the Juste milieu. Next to him observe that 
crafty-looking man, that is M. Dupin, the elder, 
the bosom friend qf Louis Phih'ppe, and the best 
turn-coat of Europe. He who stands by M. 6a- 
zot is Montalivet, late Minister of the Home De- 
partment, present Minister of Instruction, and who 
would not object to be Ministre du Pot de Cham" 
hrej provided he was only a Minister.'^ — " But 
what are they chatting about?'' said I, somewhat 
irreverently. — ^*They are consulting," answered 
Asmodeus, <<.the best means of preventing Odilon 
Barrot, Mauguin, and Lamarque from overthrow- 
ing the present Administration. The Duke has 
proposed to make them Peers of France, in order 
to take them from the Chamber of Deputies, and 
therefore Thiers has put himself into the rage pro- 
per to a roan who admires le juste tnilieuj and 
has declared this project dangerous; first, because 
the proposed Peers would, probably, not accept 
the honour; and^ secondly, because, if they did 
accept i^ it would be an admission on the part of 
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the present Administration that the Opposition had 
almost conquered the juste milieu. The little 
orator, you perceive; has succeeded, and all the as- 
sembly are of his opinion/' At this moment en^ 
iered Casimir Perier. He was received witk 
great eagerness. Asmodeus told me that he Had 
brought the original of the letter he had just writ- 
ten to Metternich. It was read en eomitiy and all 
present approved the political principles it con- 
tained. I next saw coming in a gentleman, tall 
and of a yellowish complexion; with a cast in his 
eye. I inquired who he was, and AsmodeUs told 
me that he was M. Barthe, the Minister of Jus- 
tice. As soon as he was seated, I remarked thai 
all the members collected around him, and were 
listening with great attention to what he was say 
ing. ** And what is he speaking of?" said I.— 
.J^Why, he is repeating the examination of the 
'principal persons arrested for the conspiracy of 
Notre Dame. Have you seen how markedly Gui- 
zot and Perier are struck by his narration? Well, 
the procedure does not promise a favourable result 
for the present Administration." , 

We now spurred on our horses, and entered the 
garden of the Tujleries — dear-remembered garden 
of assignations and hopes — of meetings, of quar- 
rels, of reconciliations! Never, till youth itself 
be forgotten, shall I forget thee! 

I turned, with a sigh, to contemplate the inte- 
rior of the Tuileries. I saw that beautiful apart- 
ment which had been inhabited by Marie Antoi- 
nette, Josephine, Marie Louise, the Duchesse 
d'Angouleme, and of which the Queen of the 
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French is now the possessor. Here, in the draw- 
ing-room which opens on the gardens, the Queen 
was with her girls, and her two younger sons. — 
She was reading a pious Italian book, ^<La Man- 
na dell' anima;'^ Princess Marie, who is destined 
to be the wife of all the new-created kingSy was 
writing a letter, and Asmodeua told me that it wa0 
addressed to General Beilliard, and turned on the 
projected marriage with King Leopold; Prinoesa 
Clementine was embroidering, and Princess Looiae 
was making up. linen for the poor/ The Duhpi 
de Monpenaier and D'Aumale were playing at 
draughts, and both dressed as Gardes Nationalei. 
After this, Asmodeua showed me the former habi- 
tation of Madame de Barry, now the residence of 
the sister of Louis Philippe. She was very buty 
in casting up accounts, and in making notes for the 
curtailing the emoluments of those who are ein- 
ployed about the Court She had in her hands 
the bill qf M. Pair, of the last musical concert^ 
and had reduced it idmost to half the sum usually 
given. Ah, if I could but get her for my house* 
keeper! 

<^ Now,'' said Asmodeua to me, ^^ you will see 
lx>uis Philippe." I turned, and beheld a man, 
with a respectable father-of-a-family look, sitting 
by a table with a bald-headed gentleman, and 
poring very attentively over ap architectural de« 
aign. 

*f The bald-headed gentleman is M. Fontaine, 
ihe architect; they are concerting a plan for a 
Royal Bazaar. His Majesty has a great turn for 
^uch projects; in fact, between you and me, hia 
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character has been mistaken; he only looks on the 
Crown as a great commercial speculation. He has 
at once the soul and the civility of a tax-gatherer; 
and if he loses the Throne, give him a patent for 
building shops on a new plan, with a certain gain, 
and he will be at once the happiest and most po- 
pular man in the kingdom.'' 

By these remarks it was easy to perceive that 
Asmodeus was no lover of the Citizen King; but 
who knows whether the satire of the Devil was 
not the best compliment the Monarch could re- 
ceive? I settle not these points. I wish to keep 
well with a Government that could banish one 
from the Rocker de Cancale. And I would fain 
not share with Lady Morgan the honours of an in- 
terdict 

The Devil proceeded to descant on the royal 
tninagej when turning round he perceived me 
very unequivocally yawning. He had lived too 
long with the aristocracy not to be well bred, and 
he immediately proposed to me a change of scene: 
the wine, however, had made me drowsy, and I 
proposed a return to London in order to let the 
newspapers know what was really going on at the 
Metropolis of Europe. The Devil consented, and 
telling our steeds to be steady for once in a way, 
we set o£f in an easy canter. The Devil fell into 
a^ profound silence — it lasted so long that I was 
surprised at it, despite of my own drowsiness. 
"What are you thinking of, my friend?" said L 
" I was thinking," quoth Asmodeus, <( of the 
Lord Chancellor." — " Better now than later," 
■aid I; " be would be delighted if he knew who 
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W^s SO hbtiouring him/'-^'* I was thinking/' re- 
sumed the Devil, disregarding my remark, " how 
desirable it would be for France to possess such a 
man ! th6 misfortune of France is that her men of 
reflection are not men of action — ^her men of ac- 
tion are not men of reflection. Had she possessed 
one who was both> and who, as great a man as 
Harry Brougham, was also as profound an actoTy 
and had he been thrown uppermost as he undoubt- 
edly would, France now would have sprung up 
from her revolution on the wings of her proper 
eagle. He would apparently have spurned the 
jxiste milieu — he would have marched at the head 
of the mouvement. But he would have restrained 
while he appeared to have encouraged, and won 
confidence for principles while he was guiding 
those principles into legitimate channels." 

''Doubtless,'* said I, "but Harry Brougham 
has pretty nearly the sanie part to play at home!" 
"•Not at all,'* rejoined Asmodeus, quickly; "do 
you not perceive that in England he is chained by 
the fetters of his vocation? With all his versati- 
lity, Lord Brougham cannot be Prime Minister 
and Lord Chancellor both. His law reforms, and 
his law hearings, and his woolsack, and his replies* 
to' Lord Dudley give him enough to do. Pity 
that he was ever a lawyer — he ought to be your 
Prime Minister at this moment He, at least, 
would not have been wavering between six Peers 
and thirty. The Reform would have been gained 

ere this, and England " Here, having had 

enough of Reform from human lips, I fell fast 
asleep, and when I woke it was broad noon on 
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the next day, and I was in my own bed-room in 
— — Street. 

O Novelty! Mother of all our delights — the 
bright-eyed,— the fresh-breathing, — the seraph- 
winged! — ^Morning of the soul — wishes are the 
birds that hymn thee-^hopes are the dews that 
sparkle beneath thy tread — where thou walkest, 
all things are eloquent with gladness, and life's air 
is quaffed as an elixir. What is love without thee? 
—what ambition? — what social conviviality? — 
what even solitary aspirings? — the first of any 
thing how delightful — the repetition how palling! 
Thee do I hunt with an eager heart through an 
oxistence that I feel is not fated to endure I6ng. 
Come when it will, the last day shall find me pre- 
pared, and I will walk with a bold step across that 
bridge which conducts me at least to a world hith- 
erto untried! in truth, a man must indeed be an 
adorer of novelty when he rides out in the nights 
of January with the Devil for a companion! 

While I was thus musing and sipping my coffee, 
Asmodeus entered the room. I greeted him with 
joy. " And what news?" cried I, throwing down 
the ps^ers which I had just taken up in despair. 

" Why, I find,'' said Asmodeus — (" have you 
any cigars here? ah! thank you, they're all the 
fashion not only in Regent Street above, but in 
Pandemonium below, ever since James the First 
flattered our national pride by attributing the in- 
vention of tobacco to us") — why, I find some one 
— ^not you, of course, you have been too busy — 
has been putting our adventures into a Magazine^ 
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«ind I have been asking th^ world what they think 
of us.'' 

" Aht that must be interesting," said I, draw- 
ing my chair nearer my visiter's, for I dare say 
the reader has lived long enough to know that any 
thing about oneself is interesting: — and that is the 
charm of notoriety. 

"Why, they say that my reappearance is not 
new. " 

" A discovery, few reappearances are! But what 
does that signify? — ^you appear after a new fashion 
— surely that is novelty enough in the world. We 
will make the adventures new before we part, and, 
by the by, you shall introduce me au plutbt to 
the Fairies, since you insinuate they still exist. 
It will be pleasant to spend one of these frosty 
nights among the green knolls of the pigmy gen- 
tles* The Magazine — what sort of a thing is that?" 

<< Oh, an old friend with a new face. It pro- 
poses to fill up a certain vacuum in English litera- 
ture, and aims at the design of the Encyclopedists 
of France, leaving out their infidelity and so forth 
—to keep up philosophically with the nwuvemenfn 
and to fight the old opinions with the new. It 
takes a modest name, but has more aims and more 
intentions than it puts forth." 

" May it prosper !" said I, disinterestedly; " doubt- 
less it deserves it: and what else is there stirring 
in the great Republic of Literature!" 

** Marry I" returned the Devil, " you are grow- 
ing so good that there are very few books now 
published that a Devil can read. I remember the 
time when every Novel smacked of the stews-^ 
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when a Play was villaoy made pleasant — and 
every doctrinal controversy was brimful! of envy, 
malice, and the inhumanities of hatred. Now all 
is smooth, civil, and oily. Your Novelbts moralize, 
and your Plays fast on a meagre double entendre. 
As to controversy there's an end of it — except in 
politics. This growing decency is not peculiar to"" 
England — it extends all over Europe. Manners 
wear petticoats, and are ladylike exceedingly. Yet, 
you are not a bit better for it — we have just as 
large a proportion of you below. Why is this? I 
don't understand it. Nor does your conversation 
in this respect reflect the modest colours of your 
literature. Men talk just as naughtily after din- 
ner-*Divines and ladies abuse each other just as 
vehemently as ever. In jesting, the most popular 
jokes are still the least delicate, and yet the mo- 
ment you see in a book any thing the least resem- 
bling what you are all talking, laughing, chuck- 
ling, and hugging yourselves about every day in 
the week, you set up your backs at' it, and call the 
author all the names you can think of. In fact, 
all men have two suits of character — the every- 
day suit and the Sunday suit. And the best of 
you are much deeper hypocrites than the world is 
aware of.'* 

The morning looked fine, and so I proposed a 
stroll. Asmodeus, who seemed not himself to be 
always free from ennui, agreed to the proposition 
with considerable avidity. We had scarce got into 
the street before we met the Bishop of London. I 
had some slight acquaintance with his Lordship — 
he joined us, and the Devil^ with great politeness, 
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offered him his arm. I pass over our conversation, 
lest the good Bishop should regret his familiarity 
with my companion. But what can a Bishop ex- 
pect from a Reformer? " I know not," said the 
Devil, as we now tete-it'tete entered the Green 
Park, " what I should more observe in you En- 
glish, than your half-and-halfness. You are so bold 
and so timid — so lavish and so economical. You 
order a New Palace slap dash — and just when it's 
finished, you think it would be better to let it go 
to ruin. But really you have no grounds for such 
niggardly conduct in the case of this splendid edi- 
fice," and the Devil, putting on his spectacles, 
peered at the pile of Pimlico which stood majesti- 
cally before us. " How grand !" ejaculated Asmo- 
deus; "what a noble simplicity! — here are no 
crowded ornaments, no paltry ^ures, no overladen 
imagery — all is simple and striking — then the build- 
ing is so lofty and so commanding — ^you may see it 
all over London. Ah, your architects study the 
sublime ! And what a beautiful idqa that round 
thing at the top — the crown or rather nightcap of 
the whole; it looks just as if you had first put up 
the house, and were now going to put it oaif 
Doubtless a moral is ingeniously meant — something 
about Time destroying the noblest edifices. And 
indeed that would be very emblematic — ^for I hear 
the palace was not intended to last. 



« All that's bright must fiide." 

'Tis a pretty idea making ephemera in brick and 
mortar — ^poetical !'' 

<<Pooh!" said I, patriotically , for Buckingham 
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Pftlace, as the reader well knows, is a sore po»i>t 
with us! — **Poohl the Palace is a very fine 
Palace, and Mr. Nash says it will be quite another 
thing when it comes to have its gold gates (mosaic 
gold) put on. But indeed we shall probably let 
it stay as it is. The nation can't spend any more 
money upon objects of show.'' 

"That is exactly it," returned the Devil, in his 
d — d sententious way; "you make a sacrifice to 
Extravagance, that you may leave it unfinished—^ 
a monument of Folly !" 

While we were thus conversing, the Duke of 
Wellington drove by in his carriage. 

"Now, quoth the Devil, "I am curious to 
know what that man thinks of human nature. 
Between you and me, j suspect that he heartily 
despises it One thing he must despise, and that is 
Popular Opinion. No man ever saw it through 
so many varieties. Adored to-day, hissed to- 
morrow — now worshipped with huzzas, now pelted 
with brickbats — now receiving a magnificent house 
from the public bounty, and now seeing its windows 
smashed by the public indignation. Can that man 
respect those who are all idolaters at one hour, all 
execrators the next? Impossible! for he must 
know himself to have been always the same! — the 
«ame when hissed, the same when huzzaed! And 
he has only, therefore, the choice, whether he 
shall despise in his fellow-subjects the want of con- 
sistency, or the want of penetration." 

"Signor Don Asmodeus, you talk very well 
for a Spanish Devil, but you are not profound 
enough for an Englishman^ The people are all 
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very right— when the man served their cause (or 
they fimeied he did,) they were grateful — when he 
impeded it^ they were indignant VoilHj a very 
simple way of viewing the case." 

*' It is not saying much for mankind, when your 
best apology for them is insisting on the natural- 
ness of being selfish," said the Devil. 

" Nonsense!" said I. " TeH me one thing — ^will 
the Duke of Wellington ever be Prime Minister 
again ? " 

** Possibly; in a reformed Parliament" 

"Ha! ha I" 

** I'm very serious. Re-action may follow Re- 
form — the absurdity is, to suppose that it can pre^ 
cede it." 

" That's true enough,*' said. I, and I fell into a 
reverie; "for my friends are all Wh^!" 

" Observe that old gentleman in his green car- 
riage," quoth the Devil; " he is J—, the wit of 
a former age. He has become deaf, in order not 
to hear the dull things of his successors. Poor 
J ! It is a curious sight, and full of interest, 
the spectacle of a superannuated jester! — it is like 
the skeleton of a butterfly! There is one thing 
that seems strange to me in the nature of wit — ^it 
fluctuates. A man, very witty in one age, is 
thought either very vulgar or very dull in the 
next: it is because wit depends upon the tone 
of the times, and thus becomes, in the vein of 
its persifiagey in fashion or out Poor J- ! I re- 
member being behind his elbow some hundred 
or two years ago, when a tax was laid on hair- 

6* 
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powder and tea- J scratched off the follows- 

ing impromptu — ^it was thought wonderful then :^^ 

* You tax yoai powder, and you tax our tea — 
We'll soon have no beaius left — ^not ev'n ^o-hea!' ** 

"The wit/' said I, "is certainly not of thie 
most elevated orders and thereupon the Devil and 
I fell into a long dispute about the nature of w|t, 
in which, selon la regky nothing was omitted-*- 
but wit itself. 

"What is this?" said I, some little while after- 
wards, as we were looking over the newspapers 
at the Athenaeum — " < A Public Dinner,' to 
celebrate the memory of Burns and the arrival of 
theEttrick Shepherd !— let us go." The Devil 
sneered, and we went 

Oh! what a failure! Dinner presumptive at six 
o'clock, and apparent at a quarter past seven! 
Then the literary gentlemen present! the flower 
of England, warmed, from ill-bumovr to noise; 
and the row became stunning. It was evidently 
a Tory trap, none of the Liberals advertised as 
stewards, Campbell, &c. %yere present^ doubtless 
they heard thl^ meeting was to be political, and 
discreetly kept away. Such is the mania of Politics, 
' that even the peaceful ground of Literature is not 
to be left unpolluted! the high name of Burns, the 
noblest of Scotland's reformers, is to be prostituted 
to the purposes of Anti-reform! and Hogg (whose 
bold and native genius required more generous 
treatment) is to be considered, not as the Poet of 
"Kilmene/' but the incarnation of Blackwood's 
I^agazine. These devices of party despair make 
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"a freeman sick; they make a Tory traveller exceed- 
ingly drunk, verbum sat! Great Burns! brave 
and unhappy spirit! couldst thou have looked down 
and beheld thy haughty name bowed to such pur- 
poses? Out on it! 

The Devil saw ine m a passion: ^^ Come home,'^ 
said he, ** for to-morrow night I have better sport 
in store for you. Talking erf Burns, puts me in 
mind of Witches and Tam O'Shanter. I know 
some most agreeable Witches, to-morrow night is 
a gala, I will introduce you to them.'' 

<<Are you in earnest? — are Witches «till ex»> 
tant?" 

<< In i^nty.'' 

"^^ijrive me your hand. Diamond of Devils, 
you restore me to life !-r-is it possible that at this 
day I still have one novelty left me, and that of 
the feminine sex! Oh! Asmodeus, an amour with 
•a Witch will be heaven itself!'' 

<< Are not ordinary women possessed of sufficient 
witchcraft?" said the Devil. 

I was about to reply, when suddenly 
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CHAPTER in. 



The Refbnn Bill the only hacknied subject to be coBatknd 
news— Moonlight— ABmodeus and myself on our waj to tbe 
Witche»— Beauty of a river by night— BecollectioM—'n»« 
Devil's account •f the Opera and opinion of Mr. Monck IS^ 
son's management — ^Mimagets in general — ^A dreaiyhesthr^ 
The mystic light— The Devil's description of fire— The iH^ 
piety of attributing the Choleia to God— The old Abbey ^ 
scribed— The Witches' meeting^The distmbanco— Pc«^ 
restored— Flirtation with a Witch— Kosem Kesanun— V*^ 
account of the state of things in England. 



Incomparablb Cervantes! no one ever m 
naged like thee the difficult art of breaking o£f!— "^ 
witness that marvellous — ^Pish! Who woul 
quote CervanteSj unless, peradventure, he wanted 
to swell up a book with passages %vhich a mat^ 
who has a soul bigger than a sixpence, ought tC^ 
have learnt by heart! Oh! Cervantes, was I think-^ 
ing of thee when I broke off, with so abrupt a sub- " 
limity, in the very midst of the great Burns' Din- 
ner, with the Devil at my elbow! 

" Well! and what was the cause of the interrup- 
tion?" My dear sir, that is not worth inquiring 
about; these matters, like King Lear, are ^< old 
now.*' Let us talk of something else. Heaven 
knows that, in the three-hundred-and-thirty-three 
third-readings of the Reform Bill that have been, 
and probably will be, before my Lord Grey think* 
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fit to make up his own or the King's mind^ we 
shall have Old matter enough for discussion — »I 
hate riding a hack subject for ever. Why^ 
what a thing it is to look back upon! — this dawd-> 
ling Bill, this type and incarnation of the arch ser- , 
pent Delay ! Why, we ought by this time to have 
laid the axe to the Irish monopolies of sanctity-:^ 
to have floated our flag over the Taxes on Know- 
ledge — to have cried avaunt to that ghastly leper 

** the Punishment of Death" — to have — ^ Out 

on us ! here we are, cap in hand, cringing and ca- 
pering, and muffling the thunders of a Great Peo>- 
ple's voice, to suit the humours of some half-a-score 
mushroom noblemen, with bought pedigrees, 
mortgaged properties, and three-penn'orth of un-^ 
derstanding as common stock! Patience, jpatience! 
and shuffle the cards — meanwhile I'll go and take 
a ride with the Devil. 

Hurrah! hurrah! — ^the moon is up and the stars 
apre out, and swift, thin, gray, sweep the clouds 
above us, like Boroughmongers trying to put out 
the eternal light with a little vapouring. 

<* Asmodeus, we are going to see the Witches." 

<* Certainly: but how comes it, my friend, that 
you have any romance left in you? There's the 
World calls you ambitious; and yet, instead of 
knitting rope-ladders to Power, you are riding 
out with me and your imagination to sup with the 
Witches." 

" All in good time, Master Asmodeus. Youth 
yet rushes through my veins, especially when on 
iu>]»eback, finding something new, or making 
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love. There is time enough for a man, who is 
yet pretty fairly on the right side of thirty (and 
who has not been idle on the whole) to enjoy him- 
self a little longer, and * to frolic while 'tis May/ 
The evil day must come at last But, Asmodeus, 
hark you! — the occasion makes the man, and we 
wait the occasion ; it is not yet ripe — the times 
must bring it; and then he who has aught in him, 
should wager all he has done for one bold attempt 
at what he can do. Hurrah! hurrah! how the 
hedges run off from us^ and the prodigal mooQ 
showers her jewels over the greedy waters like a 
rich English Lord on a Goddess of the BalleL — 
A river by night, with a shagged bank, and the 
stars at play with the ripple, is the finest thing in 
the world! Heigho! some (how many!) years 
ago^ — it was along such a river as that below us, 
Ajsmodeus, that I used to glide my boat to those 
walls which held the merriest eyes and the rosi- 
est lips that ever gave welcome to a lover! But 
revenons it nos moutons! And what's the news? 
Have you been to the Theatres since I last saw 
you, lookingybr snares, and * at Robert,' your re- 
lative. 

<* No: but I went to a big house the other night, 
where I heard some wretched sounds. I asked 
what they were — I was told Music! I saw some 
over-dressed-looking nobodies. I asked who they 
were, and was told < a most fashionable audience!" 
I inquired the name of the building, and was told 
< the Opera.* I asked the cause of its being so 
bad, and was told the cause was < not of an import- 
ance quite proportioned to the effects, and ita 
pame was — ^Monck Mason!' " 
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" Ha! ha! ha! — that is pithy and true, Don Dia- 
volo/* 

*• You flatter me. What is the cause of operatic 
deterioration — this Monck Mason?'' 

<< One of that class of men in England prone to 
ruin themselves, and call it a speculation. They 
are styled Managers; they procure patents from 
Government to forbid sense being allowed at 
other theatres than their own; and they then 
deliberately set themselves down to squander 
away their fortunes upon nonsense! The Mana- 
gers of the two great English Theatres are^the 
best specimens of this genus of Managerial Mo- 
nomaniacs." ** . 

<* Have you been to this Opera House yourself! '' 
asked Asmodeus, yawning at the very name. 

«I! — why you are aware that my hunt is for 
Novelty, and Heaven knows the Opera now is the 
last place where to look for any thing new!" 

Thus chatting, Asmodeus and myself soon got 
over the ground; and we came at last to a wide 
and dreary heath. Spreading far, dark, and mo- 
tionless^ beyond, as a girdle that surrounded the 
desolate expanse, was a gloomy chain of fir and 
larch; and as we now swept rapidly on, the hoarse 
roar of the sea smote, with its deep tone of majesty 
and power, upon our ears. Presently, from the 
extreme quarter of this continuous wood, there 
shot up a train of pale light, and contrasted the 
depth of shadow against which it shone. The 
Devil rubbed his hands — ^^ The jolly girls," quoth 
he; "I would we were with them!" 

« Does yonder light burn, then, from the place 
of meeting?". 
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" Ay," returned the Devil, in a strange tonei 
<< for know you that fire is not that mute and 
simple element for which ye take it: it is a life, 
and it is a spirit; and when ye see it rise, and 
flicker, and dart to-and-fro with a sportful malice, 
it is not dumb and senseless — your brute agent and 
minister — but it singeth to its own burning heart 
and laughs and gibbers at the destruction which 
it causes. For the Throne and Prince of Pir^ are 
within the centre of the Earth, and there the bright 
King, by little and little, wastes, and gnaws, and 
widens the space around him. Sometimes in his 
exultation — for he is the merriest of the Fiends — 
he clappeth his hands, and moveth restlessly to- 
and-fro, and sendeth up his blazing paeans in words 
that gush from the mountain tops, in sparkles of 
living flame; for the volcanoes are the great vistas 
to his dwelling-place, and thence he scattereth 
and dispenseth the seeds, that sown here and there 
in the heart of the barren stone, or the dry wood 
whence the proper life has departed, produce his 
glittering children. But Fire is the Arch-consu- 
mer of the world — by Fire shall the world cease; 
and the Fiend, conscious of his destiny, grows 
impatient for his crowning banquet; you invoke 
him as a friend, and he comes laughing to your 
call — and he sits by your hearth, and obeys your 
household wants. But like other fiends, he only 
eomes for his prey — ^you. must woo him by con- 
tinued sacrifices— cease to gorge him, and he flies. 
Look, when the fuel waxes low, how the disap- 
pointed imp grows faint and sickly of aspect — 
how he retreats along the ruins he has made slow- 
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ly, slowly, to the last point where he can yet de- 
stroy; and how, when that, too, is also blasted, 
how, with a sudden bound and a ghastly smile he 
dissippedjreth^— -whither? — No, man, — no," con- 
tinued Asmodeus, after a pause; " no, there is a 
science in these things around you that mock your 
vain knowledge, your physics, and your meta- 
physics, and your see-sawings to-and-fro about 
mind and matter^ and first causes, and — Pish!" 

**Pish! indeed. Signer Don Devil — ^you have 
been so fine for the last five minutes, that I fan- 
cied you were going to let me into some of the 
deeper secrets of Hades; and really they would be 
well worthy the trouble of learning, especially as 
I never intend to be an eye-witness of their ac- 
curacy. Do youJcDOW, Asmodeus, that nothing 
pleases me so much as those old stories, in which 
the Devil, your great master, comes to bargain with 
a gentleman or lady, and gets cheated in the at- 
tempt; for instance, in the tale of ^ The Smith of 
Avoca.' Any truth in these legends; eh?" 

"By the horse-shoe, yes! The Devil is often 
cheated, when men take some little trouble to do 
it It is the lazy alone that he efiectually se- 
cures." 

Asmodeus paused; and presently, as if thinking 
of something else, broke into his usual low, short 
laugh. 

<^ And what now, Asmodeus?— are you making 
epigrams for the * Figaro?'" 

*' No! I was thinking how nicely my master 
got off in the matter of the Chdiera." 

" What do you mean?" 

6 
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" And who," said I, within my breathy " is 
that dread old man?'' 

" Why, I thought you Christians believed that 
tliere were two principles — that of Good, which is 
Ood — that of Evil, which is the Devil. For light 
— and air — for love — for peace — for all that is hap- 
py here — and more than happy hereafter, you are 
to tliank God; and war, and crime, and misery, — 
sin upon earth, and punishment in hell — these are 
the Devil's doings. ~ Well, a fearful pestilence 
enters your country, and you insist upon attri- 
buting this blessing to the Almighty ! — the Giver 
of all Good makes you a present of a most agonizing 
epidemic, and you fall into a great rage with the 
impiety of those who venture to hint that the Be- 
nevolent One ought not to be accused of so cruel 
a gift! You appoint a day for solemnly assuring 
God that the disease came immediately from his 
mercy — and you attribute to him that evil which, 
according to your religion, properly emanates 
from the Devil! The Devil is infinitely obliged 
to you!" 

" Ay, we arc often called upon to exclaim, Is 
this the 19th century? Now, I venture to pre- 
dict, that many shallow-skulled persons hearing 
of our adventures, will suppose them incredible — 
as if a ride with yourself, and a supper with 
Witches were half so monstrous an outrage on 
common sense as the fearful exhibitions of Mr. 
Spencer Perceval, and the appointing a General 
Fast for a disease for which good living is the best 
preventive. Thank Heaven, however, the mise- 
rable superstition was not general! There was 
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a time when the people were fooled^ and the Go- 
vernment foolers — but that time is gone. The 
people now ask for cheap bread, and their Rulers 
appoint a day for a General Fast — which arc the 
wisest ? But a truce with these subjects, wc near 
the spot of our destination." 

By the cliffs of the West of England arc the 
ruins of a certain old Abbey, which no lover of 
the Picturesque willingly leaves unvisitcd. And 
proud, in its melancholy grandeur, looked those 
ruins now, as borne on the vast wings which As- 
modeus had conjured to our aid, wc sailed above 
the woods towards them. Part was hid, not only 
by the luxuriant lichens and moss that clung to 
the gray stones, but also by many a tree that 
drooped mournfully over the fallen columns and 
the shattered arch. But through one high and 
oriel window, the moon shone with a deep and 
settled ray ; and below, the midnight ocean broke 
into unnumbered sparkles of living light. You 
might see the yellow sands, far and wide, curving 
around the cliffi ; but, save these ruins, there was 
not house or cottage within the horizon. A little 
to the left of the abbey lies an old churchyard, 
with the bones of some score of monks — merry 
dogs in their days ! — rotting below. So the dead 
seemed our only welcomers. But not so ; for now, 
as I turned to another part of the abbey, where 
the main tower yet stood, I beheld, brightly crest- 
ing that tower, and issuing from a long, low case- 
ment, half hid by the rank foliage, that pale and 
mystic light that we had seen afar. And now, too, 
out broke a chorus of laughter — and, just as it 
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ceased, a sweet, soft voice, commenced a song, in 
some language unfamiliar to me, but which the 
Devi! — wiping his eyes, and declaring it was very 
affecting, for it came from his native land, assured 
me was the purest Scotch. 

The song ceased ; and music of a thousand sorts 
followed. " 1 can bear it no longer," cried Asmo- 
deus ; and he went bang through the window, and 
1 after him. 

"Ho! ho! what alafms you? Stay! — ^Kusem 
Kesamim — all hail! Stay, ladies, can you not? — 
what a pother ! Frightened at an old friend ? — 
it is only Asmodeus. And look you, ladies, he hath 
brought you a man, a young man — at once cou- 
rageous and discreet — for a visiter." 

While Asmodeus was thus speaking, I had 
seized the hand of a most buxom-looking Witoh 
of about thirty-five, very well shaped, but clad in 
the dress of Queen Anne's time; and while I en- 
deavoured to reassure her fears, I stole a glance 
round the chamber and its scattered circle. . 

It was a low, oblong apartment; from some 
vast pine logs in the hearth broke the light I 
have before described, serving the party at once 
for warmth and lustre. In the centre of thef room 
was a table, covered with provisions of a most 
goodly aspect; neither were wines wanting, for 
Witches are not a bit less careful of themselves 
than any other ladies of respectability. There 
might be around this table some eighteen women 
assembled, of all ages, from twenty to — eternity, 
for aught I could tell, from their seeming; for 
some three or four, to use Wordsworth's phrase. 
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looked ''immeasurably old." Centuries seemed 
buried in tlieir furrowed brows, and glassy, but 
most meaning eyes. These were dressed in no 
garb, and after no fashion, of which any history 
or legend, that I know of, gives a distinct descrip- 
tion. It was fold after fold a serge-like drapery, 
in colour, either black, or the coldest white — and 
falling down without outline or intelligible shape, 
like some dream-like and undefined shadow. Each 
of these elder women wore on her breast a cres- 
cent of burning red ; it seemed as if the stones 
were of a fixed fire — this was their only orna- 
ment. 

These women, I noted, were not the least dis- 
turbed at our approach; they remained in their 
former postures, turning only their passionless and 
unutterable aspect towards us, and each signing a 
grave and silent welcome to Asmodeus. But the 
younger ones, who, perhaps, were so inexperi- 
enced that they had never seen a Devil before — 
all uttering the prettiest shrieks imaginable, start- 
ed from their places, and half-flying, half-arrested 
by Asmodeus's address, made a tableau that would 
cut the Rent Day off with a sixpence, if some ge- 
nerous manager could but bribe Asmodeus or my- 
self to imbody it But my chief object — as I 
know that in.all female societies the value of gen- 
tlemen, like that of strawberries at Christmas, is 
in proportion to their scarceness, in taking a coup- 
d'ail of the room, was to ascertain if any young 
wizards were of the party. At first I detected 
nothing male whatsoever except the new comen^ 

till my eye fell suddenly on a figure that sat at the 

6* 
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head of the table, enveloped in a mass of shade, 
from which even the bright steady light of the 
hearth shrank as if either in loathing or in dis- 
may. Whether male or female, human or pre- 
ter-human, I knew not at that mon>ent, till, as it 
rose, I could, through the dense thickness of. air 
that encircled the figure, behold the shape and 
outline of a man. " Kosem Kesamim," quoth As- 
modeus, turning very respectfully to this figure, as 
he now saw general order about to be returned, 
^ ail hail !^ young aspirant after the dim, the sha- 
dowy, the afar, comes with me to visit thee and 
thy servants on this their appointed meeting. — 
Judge him not wholly, O Kosem, by the company 
he keeps, — ^for I am a great deal too good for 
him." 

The witches, the young ones, I mean, laughed; 
and as I could not altogether gainsay the Devil, I 
pretended not to hear him, and went on compli- 
menting the buxom Witch, whom I guessed to be 
a widow. 

• "All are welcome to me, for in all there i* 
knowledge !" said a deep, a sad, a melodious. voice, 
that thrilled through my bones, like a voice of 
some dead prophet whom a Hebrew might have 
convoked to prophesy of misfortunes. The figure 
resumed its seat, and this was the signal for the 
general return. 

" My dear Mecassephahs, or, rather, Mecasse- 
phin," said Asmodcus, addressing the ladies, (for 
that word, as I afterwards learnt, is the proper ap- 
pellation of Witches,) I am most delighted once 
Hiore to see you. Azna, my darling, a glass of 
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vrine. Bosniab, shall I help you from this dish? the 
truffles look excellent Pray, Jesthah, take care 
of my young friend." 

To it now we all went, and I assure you I never 
saw a more excellent supper — those Witches know 
what's what, my dear Lord Guloseten, better than 
any ladies I've seen for a long time. What a mis- 
take to suppose they eat newts and murdered 
men's fingers! — vulgar prejudices altogether — just 
as philosophers are supposed to live upon water- 
cresses, as if knowledge, whether in witch or phi- 
losopher, did not mean us to find the best sources 
of enjoyment. Oh, the chatter, the clatter, the 
talk, tTic laughter, the hob-a-nobbing of glasses, the 
ringing of plates, (best Sevre, I give you my word, 
for I looked at the mark) — we grew as intimate 
as if we were a set of old wits at Madame du Def- 
fand's; — always excepting the elderly ladies I have 
before respectfully touched upon, and Kosem Ke- 
samim at the head of the table. These ate not, 
drank not, spake not; they resembled the ghastly 
images introduced by the ^Egyptians at their 
feasts; and like them, too, did not prevent the 
feast from being as jovial as if they were only the 
figures set on a plateau. I made great progress 
in the good graces of Mrs. Jesthah; she was an 
Englishwoman as it happened, for most of those 
present were those of other countries, and could 
only converse with me by the eyes. 

" Do you come from London?" said Jesthah, 
smiling very graciously. 

« From London," I repeated; ««i8 it long since 
your Ladyship has been there V* 
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" Ah, you have discovered my rank then?" 

" Pardon mc — 1 only guessed it" 

" Humph ! ay, it is some one hundred and twen- 
ty years since I was in Town — is it still a very gay 
place? Drums every night? Do ladies still patch 
according to their politics? And, ohl the dear play- 
house ! Who is the rage now? What handsofme ac- 
tor? What young dramatic author? Still, I sup- 
pose, you have produced nothing equal to Mn Ad- 
dison's Cato — and, of course, it is regularly played 
twice a week; but, bless me! — Ah, forgive mc 
are you of -the — of the — pardon me — the — the — 
Great World? the men ti-la-inode? — you wear no 
wig, and I don't see a bit Df gold lace about you." 

" Madam, my pedigree is sufficiently long, and 
my income sufficiently easy, to make me ordinarily 
styled a gentleman. Other qualities to earn that 
title are not considered, in my time, to be more 
than elegant superfluities. But swords are worn 
only by the clerks of the Parliament Houses ; and 
as for gold, we are a great deal too scarce in that 
metal to waste it upon the outside of our clothes. 
And you really have not been in Town since the 
reign of Queen Anne — do you live in this Abbey? 
not a pleasant winter's residence, I should think." 
" del! no," cried the Lady, fanning herself 

coquetishly, " I should die of the vapours. I . 

But hold! — you are not yet privileged to know of 
my residence : some time or other, if you conduct 
yourself decently, you may have leave to visit 
me." 

" I live in hope; but— a glass of Champagne? So, 
so, forgive me ! are you really a Witch ? I own the 
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fascination ; but you don't l6ok like the Witches 
one sees on the stage.'^ 

" Nevertheless," returned Jesthah, laughing, as 
she helped herself to some lobster salad, " I am a 
very good Witch, and can sail over the sea in a 
walnut-shell as well as any old woman that ever 
was burned." 

" Pray, madam," said I, after expressing my 
surprise at this boast, '' are these all the Witches 
now extant? if so, which are the three ladies who 
figure in Macbeth ?" 

'* Oh, dead ! dead!" returned Jesthah, lifting up 
her hands, " they died of rage at reading the 
frights William Shakspeare has made of them. 
Between you and me, (h^re my comrade sank her 
voice into a whisper,) they were exceedingly vain 
old creatures; and the scandal is, (great emphasis 
on the last monosyllable,) that they all pulled caps 
for Macbeth." 

Here the nurth round. Asmodeus became quite 
obstreperous, and I took advantage of the general 
uproar to ask Jesthah, sotio voce, if the dark figure 
that had welcomed, me — was the Prince of Evil? 

"Hist, no ! " returned she, in the same key; " he 
is human, like yourself; he is the most powerful 
wizard that ever existed^ and none know the hour 
of his birth, or the country in which he was born." 

I looked wistfully towards the figure, but the 
darkness that settled round it, when in repose, baf< 
fled my keenest gaze. 

And now the supper was done — now the glasses 
circulated more rapidly — now the clamour thick- 
ened — ^now I and my Witch were making serious 
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love — ^when once more rose the unearthly voice of 
Koscm Kesnmim, and silence fell round us, chill 
and hushed, like a sudden snow. '^ Stranger/' it 
said, <' there are signs and types of a change in the 
world — are they so understood — so construed by 
the herd? Speak ! I know all that is at work; but 
what you, as spectator of the workings, or it may 
be as one of the million agents that conscious or 
unknowing of the ministry, minister to a solemn 
end — what you feel, and believe, and prophesy of 
events — that — solicitous of learning what passes in 
the hearts of men — that would I learn. — Speak !" 
*' O Kosem Kesamim, (pardon me if I pronounce 
not your name after the true witchly fashion,) O 
Kosem Kesamim, I come only from that hive of 
London, in which I have been a bee of very in- 
dustrious habits; but as far as I have had time fo7 
observation, I should say that at this moment the 
great business of the swarm is a quarrel between 
the bees and the drones. Certainly, O Kosem, to 
drop metaphor, and speak plainly, certainly, how- 
ever, there is much in the aspect of present things 
to amuse, to surprise, and to appal the human and 
unwizarded beholder. In the first place, I see a 
vast number of gay, well-dressed, fine looking per- 
sons going about to balls and soirees, as if they 
were living in the most peaceful times imaginable; 
nevertheless, even among them you may notice 
changes and heraldries of change; their amusements 
want the system which once pervaded them ; they 
seem more broken and desultory, as if taken by 
snatches, rather than uninterruptedly pursued. 
The Opera is wretched ; balls are fade and dull ; 
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Lady Patronesses are becoming like other women; 
and respect for Almack's is prodigiously shaken ; 
the dynasty of Dandies is fast expiring; and, in 
a word, the idle ones of the Silken Circle begin to 
feel that a time is ripening when the staple of life 
will not be amusement for the few and famine for 
the many. If the heaving of the elements in so- 
cial arrangements be visible among the higher 
grades, it is nothing to the vast spirit that moves 
slowly through the heart of the multitude. Human 
ingenuity exercised on one point grows sharpened 
on others ; there is not so much difference as the 
world would suppose between the mechanism 
of a steam-engine and the mechanism of a Go- 
vernment; in either, complicated and cumbrous 
are the first steps to knowledge — to progress is to 
simplify. Thus, among the working men of our 
great cities, questions of deep and mighty import, 
which hitherto have been reserved for philoso- 
phers to discuss, are sternly and solemnly debated: 
the true foundations of society — the origin of ranks 
— the distribution of property — the two great in- 
terrogatoriesy zchal is Virtue^ and what is Govern- 
meni? — these are the subject-matter of men 
thoughtful at the loom. And while the upper 
grades avoid such matters as dull — despise them 
as theoretic — and damn them as dangerous; the 
time and the hour are at hand when to those ques- 
tions-— answers will be demanded. In fact, (it is 
in vain to disguise it) social Reform must close the 
vista of legislative Reforms ; and if, O Kosem Ke- 
samim ! I could but live to a quarter of the age of 
this fair lady beside me (she ozom to a hundred 
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and twenty,) I should live to see things that would 
petrify my little Lord John on the Treasury Bench, 
and take all the starch from the neck of the hand- 
some Sir Jamie. As for the middle orders, I am 
apt to think we attribute a vast deal too much to 
their influence in times of danger. In times of 
quiet they are all in all ; they form the solidity — 
the gravamen of the social order. In times of 
peril they shut up their houses and remain neu- 
tral; they are timid and wavering; they don't like 
to disoblige their customers; they are afraid of a 
run on the Banks; the row in the streets is no bu- 
siness of theirs; they hope matters will soon be 
amicably adjusted; and retire to read the news- 
papers in the back parlour. But this is the case 
rather in the Metropolis than in the other towns, 
where the middle orders have a more complete ad- 
mixture with the lower, and where the system of 
credit has not made them so dependant on quiet 
times and the aristocracy! While, O Kosem, I tlius 
rapidly run over the state of feeling amongst us, I 
must not forget some curious detached pictures. 
There is a Minister, who, with the greatest cou- 
rage in the world, made up his mind to endure the 
hatred of half his order, and who can't make up 
his mind to preserve the whole — who made up his 
mind to risk place, power, and honour, who can't 
make up his mind to ensure them-r-who made up 
his mind to the excitement, the agitation, the fer- 
ment of all England, who can't make up his mind 
to the security — who made up his mind to peril, 
who can't make up his mind to triumph — who 
made up his mind to all the toil, obloquy, difficulty. 
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^pr6ar of a great enterprise, and who stands shi- 
vering with horror at the thought of achieving its 
reward. We have an august assembly worthy of 
this notable irresolution in the Premier, and who, 
not the least dismayed at the prospect of the House 
of Lords being swept away, are aghast at the 
thought of its being increased. We have, yet 
stranger than this spectacle, a House of Commons 
iaithful to the people^ and triumphantly asserting 
its own corruption. We have, too, in that House 
of Commons, in the nineteenth century, an inspired 
and pensioned prophet, who bullies six hundred 
^and odd sensible men into appointing a Fast-day 
against their understandings, and who thinks God 
is excessively angry with us for trying to terminate 
a system of perjury and an organization of fraud; 
and above all, we have a set of fanatics who think 
that the prophet^ ought not to b^sent to Bedlam! 
We'' have a conservative party, which talks of 
putting Sir Henry Hardinge at the head of an 
army, and would ensure a general peace by means 
of a universal convulsion. O Kosem Kesamim, 
from these hints you may gather that while Wis- 
doto is at work within the depths of society, Folly 
still floats, shaking her bells, upon the surface, and 
that, as in former ages of the world, the doubt, the 
anger, the petulance the ineptitude of the minions 
of Accident are more conspicuous, than the steady 
and unregarded dictates of Wisdom, and the pre- 
judices of a handful of men more consulted than 
the welfare of millions. 
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CAAPTER IV. 



Unexpected Hospitality — A change of scene — ^The Cell — The 
Wonders of the Inner World — A Voyage of Discoreiy be- 
yond the North Pole — Conyersation with Kosem Kesanum — 
The Ear of the Earth, and Him, that sitteth by it— The 
Nameless— The City of Cyproli*— The buried of Forty Cen- 
turies — ^Dresnng^xxnn of a dandy four thousand years back 
— ^Breakfast, and Asmodeus instead of a Newspaper — ^Mrs. 
Trollope's America — Constitutional, and mental Vulgarity^ 
Goethe — The effect produced by Wilhelm Meister — ^The 
House of Lords and the Bill — ^TheWaverers — ^The sudden- 
nets of the new light to Lords Harrowby and WhamclifFe — 
The Bill seen with different eyes— Duke of Wellington's 
Protest — Horror of the Lords at being supposed -capable of 
writing — Lord Durham's accusation agsdnst the ''pam-- 
phleteering slang^' of the Bishop of Bixeter — ^The Duke of 
Newcastle's new work — ^The Cholera fa[Isely accused— nA 
late melancholy event — ^moralized on — ^Men like PercheiH— 
General Remarks — ^The Breakfast concluded. 

« 

When I had finished my narration of our do* 
ing3 in England, Eosem Eesamim said in a me- 
lancholy voice: — 

<< Thou speakest, man! of the more vulgar 
concerns of life, which thy race have so falsely 
deemed tbe more important Thou tellest us of the 
vain policy of states; thou speakestof the outward 
signs of change; but of the Deep River of Events 
that floweth within, dark and hidden, thou art 
silent, save by hints, or it may be a chance ap- 
proach. Yet he that liveth only with the world. 
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thinketh with the world also. Thou wilt be wiser 
when thou hast sojourned with us some time." 

*^Some time!" echoed I, smitten with alarm; 
*^your Highness is exceedingly obliging; but I 
am not provided even with a change of clothes, 
and business of vast importance summons me to 
town. Nay, I fear it is already time to depart. 

** Not so," answered the mysterious Am- 
phitryon; ** has not Asmodeus explained to thee 
our customs: — he who visits our court may not 
leave it for one calendar month. What,, ho! 
music!" 

And straightway, as if to cut oflf my reply, 
there arose, about, around, beneath, the most melo- 

« 

dious sounds, so that I could almost have fancied 
myself at the Opera, as it was in the good old 
days, ere Mr. Monck Mason promised it should 
be better; — had not indignation and surprise cut 
dbort my disposition to be delighted, and, shaking 
my hand at Asmodeus, I told him across the table, 
that I considered he had deceived me. 

"Peace!" said Jesthah reproachfully, *^am I, 
then, so disagreeable to thee! Canst thou not stay 
with me one little month?" 

Fearful visions shot across me; I thought of 
Burgher*s Leonora, of ghost-loves, and bed- 
chambers on the ground floor. I looked very 
wistfully in Jesthah's face, but I saw nothing of 
the sceptre in its fair, round, smiling proportions, 
. and accordingly I answered, with a deep sigh: — 

<* Ah! madam, a month in London would be a 
moment by your side; but, shall I confess? a pros- 
pect of staying in this Abbey a little freezes my 
ardour, I am very subject to colds and- " 
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**You mistake," interrupted Jesthahr "jrou 
will not have to stay in this Abbey; we shall 
transport you to the most delicious residence.'* 

Alas \ thought I, I am fairly in for it; I ^know 
what these promises mean; I have not read German 
for nothing; I am certainly a lost man. **And 
this residence is,e-hem! doubtless very well known 
to my friend the Devil !" 

<*Nay, he has no power to enter it, unless by 
special permission." 

<^ Madam!" I exclaiijied with enthusiasm^ «« I 
am quite at your service then." 

Here the music slowly ceased, and a soft stupor 
suddenly grew over my eyes, a drowsiness like 
that produced by some great preacher seized me, 
and even with Jesthah's hand in mine, I fell into 
a most profound slumber. 

When I woke, I found myself alone in a sort of 
cell formed of the most brilliant spars. A vast, but 
continuous and steady noise, as of the march of a 
inighty sea, sounded in my ears, a voice of inex- 
pressible power, depth, and intenseness. I was 
awed, but not startled. I rose gradually from the 
rude couch on which I was lying, and gazed round. 
Through an aperturAin my cell, I caught the per- 
spective of gigantic arches and mighty columns of 
some rough and gloomy substance which I did not 
recognise as familiar. A vague, silent alarm seized 
me. I rose, and cautiously quitting my cave, 
looked forth on the scene without. Wonderful! 
far as I could see, stupendous halls, arches whose 
height soared aloft into dim and impenetrable 
shadow, courts opening onQ into the other, tbou- 
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sands and tens of thousands, with areas in whiph 
cities might have stood, stretched in solemn and 
deep soh'tude around me. Every where gloomed 
the majesty of immeasurable space: it seemed the 
sepulchre of some giant world. And now, as my 
steps involuntarily glided on, millions of rills, and 
waterfalls broke down the dark sides of the mighty 
walls around me: this seemed to account for the 
sound that had so appalled me. There was no 
heaven above this vast domain. My eye pene- 
trated far, far as tlie eagle might soar, but still rose 
the rocks and walls around me, shadow their only 
roof and canopy. This new world, for such it 
seemed to me, was lighted by strange, unsteady 
fires, that flashed, danced, and crept around the 
pillars and crags at close intervals; and these play- 
ing against the waters that rolled or glided down 
the steeps, gave forth a changeful, but ruby-like 
and universal glow. ' 

V^ Is this enchantmept?" said I, inly, ** or is it 
the Dread World of Death?" 

The ground beneath me was rough and uneven, 
and looking down I beheld large fragments of gold 
and silver ore. Was it possible that I was in 
some mighty mine as yet undiscovered by human 
avarice? While I asked myself this question, 
from a dim, sulphureous cave, at a little distance 
beyond, over which a dull smoke simmered, as it 
were, there suddenly burst forth a column of 
dazzling fire, and soared rapidly aloft, like some 
wonderful fountain of flame, higher and higher, till 
it illumined the whole gigantic space around; and 
looking up, I beheld it disappear through another 
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dark aperture in an opposite wall. But still the _ 
cavern continued to pour forth, pile after pile o( 
this deep, and it almost seemed, solid flame, and 
still pile after pile wound regularly through the 
aperture above, emerging and vanishing like the 
defiles of a demon army. 

" Thus iEtna is supplied," said a voice at my 
side. I turned hastily, and beheld the dark figure 
of Koscm Kesamim, all unrelieved by the lurid 
glow that played on all else — dull, shadowy, and 
indistinct, as if seen at a distance by the uncer« 
tain twilight; yet was he within touch of my faand^ 
and the red light of unnumbered fires burnt 
fiercely round him. 

"Fear not," said that mournful and solemn 
voice, " knowest thou on what spot we stand ?** 

" Great Enchanter, no!" 

" It is a spot where fear should be unknown,, 
though awe may wake; for here crime and war, 
and man's guilty deeds, have come not since eter- 
nity. This is the Centre of the Earth, fiehold 
the womb of the round world! Is it not a goodly 
palace? Shrink jiot the petty rocks and towers 
that crown its surface, into mole-hills and bull- 
rushes, beside its stately walls and immeasurable 
archest In this gigantic laboratory all the opera- 
tions of Nature perform their everlasting course* 
Here, around the arch secret of our orb; here, 
around the maggot which makes our aflGnity with 
the stars, and holds the solid earth on its airy axis; 
here are the seeds and germs of all things — the 
elements of elements. This is the Hades of Earth 
— the dark Reign q( Shadow — the Mystery of 
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Mysteries — the Wheel of the Vast Machiiie — the 
Mother that bears — the Grave that conccaleth 
all! Welcome, stranger! I — human, like thyself 
alone \vith thee in these awful depths — I bid thee 
welcome." Thereat a coldness and chill pene- 
trated into my marrow, although my heart beat 
with a wild exulting joy to find myself thus privi' 
leged above my race. I bowed down my head, 
and after a pause, in which I endeavoured to nerve 
and to collect myself, I replied: — 

*/ Dark and mysterious Shade! I know not well 
in what words to answer (hee; for I cannot per- 
suad-3 myself that I do not dream. From that gay, 
light, wild revel of last night, how drear and so- 
lemr a transition! Something in my adventures 
hitherto has been human and familiar. I might 
imagine Asmodeus of my own race, and the witches 
of my own flesh. These occasioned me the sur- 
prise of amusement, not the marvel of awe. I 
am past the growth of mind when curiosity or 
fear is powerful; and I have known enough of 
mortal friendships not to be very much alarmed 
at having a devil for a companion; but now my 
heart is at once roused and appalled. Tell me, 
O magician! where are those whom I saw yester- 
night? Do they, too, inhabit these realms, or were 
they but creatures raised by the wand— gay yet 
grotesque delusions, the incongruous but not terri- 
ble beings of a dream, — but thou of that dream 
the mptic and mighty god, moved not, relaxing 
not, at the fantastic mirth of the phantoms thou 
createdst?" 

" They thou speakest of," replied Kosem Kesa- 
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mim, '' are jet palpable and living, as f hey seemed 
to thee; but their homes penetrate not into these 
stern recesses. They hold the purlieus of the tem- 
ple, but their steps cross not the veil/' 

*< And v^'hy, Enchanter, am I distinguished above ' 
them?" 

" Because thou darest more. Thou wouldst 
cross an ocean of fire for a novelty on the other 
shore; and in this temper I recognise what once 
was my own. The key to all mysteries .is the , 
thirst to discover: the search for novelty is the in- 
vention of truth." 

"But how comes it, Kosem Kesamim, that 
these ladies ever arrived at the dignity of witch- 
craft? Some of them, I grant, silent and weird, 
looked fitting receptacles for such solemn gifts of 
the spirit; but my buxom coquette, ,my lively 
Jesthah, appears somewhat too earthly a lamp for 
so preternatural a light" 

" Ask not these questions now," replied the sad 
voice, that dampened, as it spoke, my returning 
vivacity; " but while yet in these hoar recesses, 
summon thy graver powers to seize advantage of 
the occasions offered them.'' 

"I am prepared," said I, in a subdued tone, 
" for all thou canst show me." 

We moved on silently; but I found by the cur- 
rent of air that rushed against my face, and by tHe 
swiftness with which arch and column glided by, 
that some unseen power unconsciously winged my 
steps, and that our progress was suited to the 
mighty space that we traversed. And now we 
paused below a circular chaam in the rocks» that 
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seemed to rise spirally and lessening upward; and 
from this chasm I heard a wild and loud hubbub, 
but no distinct sound. 

"Is this the Cavern of the Winds?" said I," 
stunned by the mingled uproar. 

" This is as the Ear of the Earth," replied the En- 
chanter, " ancl through this channel come down alf 
the tidings of the million tribes of mankind. From 
the first breath in Paradise, from the first whisper 
of Eve's virgin love — from the first murmur of 
Adam's repenting* soul, to the universal clamour of 
contending interests, crimes, and passions that now 
agitate the crowded world — all come mellowed 
and separate down, confused, indeed, to thy ear, 
but distind: and intelligible t6 that Being which 
the sounds are destined to reach and guide." 

" And who is that Being?" said I, vi^onderingly. 

" Look yonder!" answered Kesamim, raising his 
shadowy arm. 

I looked in the quarter to which he pointed, and 
beheld, on a Throne of gray stone, gigantic, mo- 
tionless, an aged Man, or rather a man-like Shape. 
His vast countenance was unutterably and dread- 
ly calm; his brows, like the Olympian Jove's, over- 
hung his majestic features; but the orbs beneath 
were dull and lifeless, there was no ray in them. 

-** Is that death?" said I, shrinking back; <' if so, 
it is the death of a god." " 

" Look again," said the deep voice of the magi- 
cian, and I obeyed. Then I saw that around him 
(so that he sat, as it were in the midst) was a web 
of numbefless fine and subtle threads, the ends of 
which disappeared among the million apertures 
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round, pores, as it were, of the rock; and then as 
my eye; waxing bold, gazed more intently, I foundi 
that with every hollow blast that descended mo- 
mentarily from the upper world, his hands, scarce 
moving, so quiet was the motion, touched some one 
or other of these meshes, and straight threads here 
'and there snapped asunder, and the shape of fbe 
web changed, but slightly, and only in parts. Then 
saw I that the dullness of the eyes was riot. of 
Death, but Blindness. 

*< And who, said I, within my breath, " is that 
dread old man?'^ 

" He," answered Kesdmim, " who moves in 
blindness, but with method, the strings of the ex- 
ternal w^orld. He moves the puppets, men and 
kings; he snaps or weaves the meshes of life; he 
sends forth through those webs the electric orders 
to the lower delegates of the universe — the Mon- 
ster King, whom you call Ocean, and the Spirit q{ 
the leaping Fires. He, so mute and worn with 
years, is yet the life and principle of the restless 
machine of earth. How far wi^e or gifted none 
know; — himself a mystery, he unravels none. 
And it is the dark, relentless,, inscrutable oflSce he 
wields, from which men, shuddering at the unseen, 
power, have taken the dream of Destiny; and 
others, noting blindness amidst the power, have 
conceived the term of Chance. But he himself is 
Nameless.^^ 

m 

While I was yet gazing, I felt myself hurried 
on. The gray old man vanished gradually from 
my eyes, and the descent of the sounds of earth 
faded on my ear as the voice of a distant waterfalK 



ASMODEUS AT LARGE. 83 

We now travellcui upward j and darting through 
one of the intrrcate chasms that yawned on the 
side of a lofty rock, we glided on till a more 
cheerful light than that.which had hitherto guided 
us, streamed down; and making towards it, I sud- 
denly found myself in a most beautiful city, not, 
indeed, yast and gloomy, Itke the nature-formed 
palaces I had just left, but a city built by human 
hands for human habitation. Theatres, circuses, 
squares, met me on every side. Yet still I noted 
that there was no heaven above, and that the light 
which illumined the place was from artificial 
sources; but they were rosy and cheerful lights, 
such as shoul^ look on the meetings of lovers, or 
the revelry of voluptuous gardens. And all around, 
the inscriptions. on the walls, the shapes of the 
buildings, the fashion of^he streets, — was unfami* 
liar, though evidently human. "And what, O 
Enchanter! what new wonder is this?" 

But the Enchanter was gone, and by my side 
stood Asmodeus, helping his nose to a pinch of 
snuff. 

*<Your obedient servant, sir," said the Devi), 
coolly; ** having looked at the figures of the dial so 
long, what think you now of the clockwork?" 

** Asmodeus, is that really you? What a vision 
have I seen! But where is the Great Enchanter?" 

" Grone! He loves not these lightsome abodes. 
Humanity in thine inferior shape will not bear, too 
long at a time, the solemn marvels to which thou 
hast been admitted. He has, therefore,, kindly 
conducted thee hither, for a short respite, and will 
reveal to thee more of the stern secrets of his wis- 
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dom anon. Meanwhile, thou art in a city which 
an antiquary would give his ears to visit KnoWy 
that above thee glows an eastern sun, and these 
stately buildings are not far beneath the surface of 
the Earth. ^' 

" A«d is this the work of Kesamim?^' 

"The work of fiddlestick !'' replied Asmodeus, 
tartly — '<of mere vulgar mechanics, some four 
thousand years ago. At some short distance from 
the spot on which this city formerly stood, is a 
lofty mountain, once a volcano; but the flames 
have been dried these thirty cenUdries, and this 
city, in an hour of revelry and feasting, became 
its prey. The camels of the traveller pass over it; 
none (not even tradition), know what hath been. 
This is no vulgar Pomj^pii, no hacknied Hercula- 
neom. It is a treasure finown but to us and our 
agreeable friends the witches. • 

"Ha! then they reside here: upon my word, 
they have excellent taste. ^* 

« And," continued the. Devil, enftring a very 
pretty bac^elol: sort of house, f * these are your 
lodgings. I have set out . your dressing-table for 
you, and brought over your wardrobe on. the soul 

of the Duke of B ; — 's shoulders — big enough 

to carry any thing." 

"Excellent Devil!" 

And a very pretty dressing room it was: — ^there 
were dandies in those days! A bath room of white 
marble, a mirror of polished steel, balconies filled 
with vases of bronze, tables on which curling-tongs, 
pincers, paint-pots, and wax for the eyebrows, a 
little hardened by age, made a part of the scene. 
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Odc might have thought oneself in the boudoir of 
Duchess de— — — . 

<< You have made a mistake, Mody; this must 
have been a lady's apartment '^ 

*<Ah, no! — I remember the owner well--^ 
great friend of mine — such ^ beau gar fan! He was 
just dyeing his hair a light green, (the fashionable 
colour at that day,) when the flood burst over him. 
But while you are eating your breakfast — the 
witches always send one of their band to market 
for dainties in the Palais Royale; you remember 
(hat corner shop? — while you are eating your 
breakfast, (you see it is v£ry comfortably set in 
the niche by the window,) shall I tell you the 
news of the upper earth?" 

^< Especially of London; but tell me, how came 
you here? Jesthah informed me that you required 
a special permission $ did you receive it, and from 

whom?" 

^< JesthahJold you right I was summoned by 

Kosem KefiKnim from a house at Cincinnati, 

where Mrs. TroUope's. book on America had just 

arrived.'' 

<< Ah ! a droll book enough, but full of absurdi- 
ties. A work like Mrs. Troliope's resembles a 
pantaloon's acting; one laughs at the tricks, but 
one would not do them oneself for the world. It 
is the sort of approbation that belongs to contempt; 
and the more one is amused, the more one de- 
spises the source of the amusemenf 

'< The Americans say that they would not re- 
ceive very cordially a lady travelling with Miss 
Wright, who, in the midst of a nation particularly 

6 
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starched on the affairs of the sex, preached up th^ 
absurdity of marriages; so that her abuse^ according 
to theniy is only retaliation/' 

« And it is only the more ordinary ranks whose 
manners the good lady thinks vulgar. (Open the 
Chablis, old fellow!) She allows that the elegants 
preserved a mysterious exclusiveness; so that, in 
jbct, it is those classes who, in England, would be 
wringing their souls out at their fingers' ends in a 
retail trade of candles, soap, pepper, mousetraps, 
and other sweetmeats to pay their rent, their bills, 
and their taxes, whom she finds living well, talk- 
ing big, and going to balls, and instead of being 
surprised at their prosperity, sh^ is surprised 
at their vulgarity. Now, if you, Asmodeus, were 
to sit down and describe the domestic habits 
of Wapping and Shoreditch, and then call the book 
< England,' you would go hard on out-trolloping 
Trollope herself." 

*< But," said Asmodeus, sneeringly, *^ no free 
states ever do enjoy the grace of manner that be- 
longs to despotic ones. The English seemed as 
rude to the Old French as Mrs. Trollope's Ame- 
ricans to the most fastidious English." 

<< Right," said I, <^ nations alone are judges of 
their own conventional manners — one nation can- 
not censure another. The lively Frenchman seems 
tlie most vulgar of all animals to the solemn Turk^ 
Vulgarity of mindj not of manners, is the only 
vulgarity which a people can charge against their 
neighbours.* Mrs. Trollope accuses the Ameri- 

* It if nllier angular that about the Tery time there appeara 
iBioiig us Mn* TroOope'a English attack on American mannerB» 
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cans of this vulgarity, but in vain. The very 
rudeness of their equality belies the charge, (men- 
tal vulgarity is always servile to wealth,) and the 

a much finer (and a much cleverer) person than Hfrs. Trolloper 
Prince Puckler Muskau, has published a work equally severe 
upon our want of breecUng and manners. In fine, it is impos- 
Mble for any traveller to be an arbiter tlegantuxrum to any coun- 
try but his own. The Frenchman, spitting into a handkerchief 
held at arm's length, is to us the acme of vulgarity. The Eng- 
lishman, with a coat skirt under each arm* basking and soothing 
his "rearward man" by the fire, which he carefully conceals 
from the ladies he is flirting with, seems equally monstrous to 
the Frenchman. We called George IV. the finest gentleman 
in Europe, and the allied Sovereigns, when in London, thought 
him the essence of mauvaia ton. There is a veiy good exam- 
ple of the difference between ponvientional and real, L e. men- 
tal vulgarity, in the Memoirs of Sir James Campbell, lately pub- 
li^hed. Sir James visits Voltaire, not, he has the curious har- 
dihood to admit, in order to adipire the man, but to shoot over 
the man's prescsrv.es. *' One day at table, Voltaire, in cutting 
up a partridge, first thrust Ins fork into it, and then put the fork 
into his mouth« apparently to ascertain if the fwmette was as he 
would have it. He then cut it up, and sent a part of it to me, 
(Sir James;) I sent it away without eating of it, and on hb ask- 
ing the reason. Hold him the true one, without any dreumhe^' 
tion, that in carving the partridge, he had used a fork which 
had just been in his own mouth." Here is the conventional 
vulgarity in Volt^re,— -very disagreeable, but that desigpos no 
rudeness; and here, in the poor httle stranger, the proudest day 
of whose life ought to have been that in which he saw the Lord 
of Femey, is the mental vulgarity that wantonly insults. But we 
have.not yet done with our example. Voltaire, so fer fh>m think- 
ing the ill-breeding lay at his door, replies with a sardonic laugh, 
** that the EngUsh were a Strang^ people, and had angular cus- 
toms!" ' So much for the judgment one countzy forms of the 
manners of another. But to go on with our parallel i '* ThU 
Uitk Mene," says Sir James Campbell, with all the innocent ex- 
ultation of the true Jeremy Diddler^ ** however, did nd prevent 
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purity of their political idols proves a certain largp^ 
ness of mind. No vulgar souls could appreciate 
Fraoklin, or adore Washington. The true yulga* 
rity — that is, mental smallness, is in Mrs. Trdl- 
lope herself. The Americans point to their cities; 
their senate; their public institutions; their cheap 
food; their universal education; and Mrs. TroUope 
says the men sup in one room, and the women in 
another. They point to the Colossus, and Mrs. 
TroIIope sneers at the ring on its little finger!'^ 

^* Never mind her nonsense,*' said the Devil, 

yawning, ** but prepare for news Goethe is 

dead." 

** Dead — the Great Spirit gone!" 

** And the 'Atlas'* newspaper says he was but 
ft very poor creature after all." 

'^ What wonderful stores has he left behind him ! 
every work illumining a separate train of thought. 

me from oetasumaUy dining with him, or from shooting over Ms 
estate." No^ we'U be sworn it did not; and in tbat remark fies 
the very soul of mental vulgpirityy chuckHng over the wit of its 
own littleneflt. 

* What couldinduce the able editor of the ^ Atlas'* to adnut 
so very discreditable an attack on CrOethe as the one allnded to 
in the text? Can he suppose that the man who changfed the 
whole literature of Germany, perhaps of Europe, was not a ge* 
nius of the highest order? We are Sony, by the way, to find 
our contemporaiy stand forth as the champion for the taxes on 
Knowledge. He has been already so fully answered in the 
« Examiner" and "The True Sun," that we shall not at pre- 
sent revert to his arguments; but we thiiik sufficiently well of 
his Journal, despite, by the way, of certun slighting remarks 
on ourself, that we shaSL hope to see a treble sale of it when tho 
said taxes are removed, as a practical reply to his anticlpatiani. 
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•Werther/ < Wilhelm Meister/ ^Famt' How 
difierent — ^how mighty each!" 

<* Nevertheless/' said 4^smodeus, ^Uhe *Wil- 
helm Meister' is a wonderfully stupid novel.'' 

" What an effect it produced on me! — what a 
new world it opens. You read the book, and you 
wonder why you admire it. When you have 
finished it^ you find yourself enriched: it is like a 
quiet stream that carries gold with it — the stream 
passes away insensibly, but the gold remains to 
tell where it has been. This^s the great merit of 
the books of the German Masters — ineffective in 
parts, the effect, as a whole, is wonderfully deep. 
* Wilhelm Meister' is to the knowledge of thoughts 
what < Gil Bias' is to the knowledge of the world. 
Peace to the ashes of a man who has left no equal! 
What next.?" 

^<The House of Lords was up at seven o'clock 
in the morning for the good of their country ! We 
shall never hear the end of it," 

« And the Bill?"— 

f^ Floated off by nine little drops." 

«* And the New Peers?" — 

,^< Fructifying still in Lord Grey's pocket." 

f^ And the Waverers?" — 
, f* Made speeches on this Bill, in which they an- 
swered their objections to the other. The univer- 
sal wonder is, why the light that has visited Lord 
Warncliffe's and Lord Harrowby's eyes did not 
deign to visit them long before.. The newspapers, 
with Mr. Radical in the midst of them, tell the 
people to be excessively grateful to these two in- 
dividuals; as if to do good to the people through 
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necessity were a greater favour than doing them 
good through choice. The people are not such 
fools, and consider tardy kindness as mammon 
wisdom. But what a strange House-*the House 
of Lords is! Here is a question exactly the same 
now as it was some few months ago, and yet this 
notable assembly have put on their spectacles^ and 
declared it quite a different thing. They sent the 
Bill, when the Commons were first delivered of 
the Brat, out of their House, and now declare it 
has been changed at nurse. Good easy gossips! 
How the world laughs in its sleeve at them! They 
put me in mind of the city sparks in some Lon- 
don Tavern, who send away the bottle of bad 
Port in order to seem fine; and when the waiter, 
with a grave face, brings them back exactly the 
same bottle, they shake their wise noddles at each 
other and say, < Ah, this is quite a different thing, 
waiter!^'' 

<^ Did you see the great Dpke? How looked 
he? — ^lowering?" 

<< Nay, he smiled, Prometheus like, and has 
vented his wrath in a Protest (a sort of political 
kite) that is to go to posterity charged with the 
Duke's wisdom, and a long tail of small names 
pinned to the end of it; a proof, as it were, how 
many silly little men were hereditary legislators 
in the reign of William IV. But there was one 
thing that delighted me in the debate — ^the rage 
the good Lords were in at being supposed capable 
of any intellectual effort */ write for the news- 
papers!' cries my Lord Durham, in horror. <My 
son-in-law write for the times!' echoes the Pro* 
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mier. ^What a calumny!' says Lord Durham. 

< It is enough to agonize one>' groans Lord Grey. 

< But^' cries Lord Durham^ collecting all his y^ 
noniy and darting a fiery look at the poor Bialuq> 
of Exeter, ^ any libel is not too bad for a man who 
can write popular pamphlets.' < Order! order!' 
cries the House. *Take down his words.' Ao 
cuse a Bishop of writing good pamphlets! — ^horri- 
ble breach of privilege — ^to be supposed able to 
write decently. The noble Lords might spare 
themselves the trouble of denial. The ' Times' 
would not be worth abusing if their Lordships had 
much to do with it" 

<< But there's the Duke of Newcastle — ^has not 
he just committed a pamphlet?" 

^< Yes^ to prove to the complete satisfaction of 
the Universe, that a Duke has not the remotest 
idea of English — ^'tis a type of the Peers^e— > 
mounding and brainless." 

<< Oh, Asmodeus! sometimes I think thee a 
Tory, sometimes a Whig. Which art thou?" 

<<Sir! would you insult me? — is it not bad 
enou^ to be a devil?" 

« Well, and the cholera?" — 

<^ Amusing itself in Paris, and Ifstening to false 
accusations in London* Every thing is laid to. the 
poor cholera's charge. There was a still room- 
maid died of having Lady Holland for a mistrew 
„..^ very natural death, and, of course, it is the 
cholera that killed her." 

<< Ah," said I, <^ died of Hollands — those ar- 
dent spirits are worse than the cholera; [>ut his 
Jjordahip, at least, must be confessed to be weak 
enough.^ 
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<« And what else?"— 

<< A fine mind is grown darkened-rra more in- 
teresting sight to some people than all the vulg^ 
squabbles of States. Oh, it is a strange spectacle 
to see shadow after shadow darkening over the 
human Temple, until the light is quenched at the 
altar, and the Priest passed from the aisle, and the 
blind bat, and the birds of night cower and brood 
over the Holy of Holies, gibbering, and wild, and 
flitting restlessly to and fro. But this was a mind 
I have marked from its youth upwards, aad seen 
the germ of the deadly tree slowly — slowly unfold. 
When the crowd laughed at the wit, I was. by, 
and saw that the shaft came from a loosened bow; 
when the crowd whispered, and spake of * hu- 
mours,' I was by, and knew that the start and the 
mutter were of the brain's disease. And now I 
have mixed in the mob of the time-servers, and 
seen what pity a man who feasts, and shines on, 
them, can glean. ^ Poor man I very shocking, and 
I dined there last month; but he was always disa- 
greeable.' It is a fierce moral, when some great 
Wo darls into lofty houses, singles out some one 
whom Fortune honours. Genius serves often in 
the mouths of men, and bids him come forth from 
his greatness, and walk with the Lazars of man- 
kind; it is a fierce moral, but none heed it. Men,*' 
said the Devil, sinking into his familiar vein of 
jesting, ^< men are like perches; one may pull you 
out by dozens without your taking the slightest 
alarm 9t the fate of your comrades. As for all the 
rest of the world, things go on much the same as 
before. Whenever Ministers are embarrassed by 
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an awkward motion^ they don't make a Houae; 
and when a Member, seeing his motion thus scat* 
tered to the winds, ventures to complain. Lord 
Pahnerston affects the supercilious, and assures 
him that himself and his motion are * not of the 
slightest importance to the public' People go to 
the theatres, and Charles Kemble acts Macbeth. 
LfOrd Mulgrave has written a novel, which I intend 
to read aloud to the ladies of Cyprolis, (so this city 
is called,) for which, no doubt, his brother Lords 
think him especially unfitted to go out to Jamaica. 
To be at all elever is to be uncalculated for public 
service. Statesmen of the true red box caliber, 
catch places as oysters catch pearls, by sitting qui- 
etly and gaping for them. Meanwhile •there are 
£aster holidays in London; and people are striving 
to amuse thejnselves a' little in the intervals of po* 
litics — much with the same success as the Germaa 
who jumped out of window, exdaimiqg, ruefuU 
ly, * See how I am trying to be lively I V 

<* Thanks, my good Devil, enough for the pre* 
«ent$ my breakfast is finished — my toilet arranged 
' — lend me your arm. So so ! let us make our bow 
to the WiUbM'' 
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CHAPTER V. 



Uj Life St Cyprolis— What is real?— What not?— Knowledge 
a aeries of Plagiarisms — ^New books — ^Madd of Elyar — Con- j 
tarini Fleming'— The Song's Theatre, and Robert the Devil 
— The Cheap Press — ^The Penny Magazine — ^Fairness of the j 
Operations of Stamp Duty — ^Motion against the Taxes on 
Knowledg^e — ^Monopoly — ^American Papers — Objections an- 
swered—Postage—The «« Original," &c. &c.--Kosem Kesa- 
mim — ^His Nature — ^Particulars about the Witches*— Custom 
and Mysteiy — Curioaty likely to be gratified. f. 

I FIND, dear reader, that narrating my adven- 
tures to you only once a month, and sometimes 
not so often — I am forced to leave frequent gaps 
in my recital. It requires a long stride to keep up 
with the March of Events, and to talk to you only 
on tho3e matters which are either interesting at 
all times, or interesting from their connexion with 
the moment How much then must I omit! — 
What scenes with my dear Witches! — ^What de- 
lightful hours with my beloved Jesthah! — ^Yes, 
reader, I still remain in that old buried City, with 
its gigantic arches, and porphyry temples, and sir 
lent fountains, and unechoing areas. Every even- 
ing is spent with the Witches in the most agreea- 
ble rattling conversation, over the romance, the 
anecdote the scandal of the past» Such stories are 
ripped up, that Time had stowed away in his 
budget, never dreaming they could again be routed 
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forth into day — the amours of all courts, from the 
Sgyptian Ptolemies to the English Anne, (for no 
Witch had been enrolled in the free list at Cypro- 
lis since the latter period) are detailed to me with 
the most refreshing eame^itness! I listen, shrug 
my shoulders, swear \ the world was very bad in 
those days, and ask leave to teach Jesthab the last 
fashion in kissing. Happy hours ! One man among 
80 many ladies, though they be Witches, need be 
.no Wizard to be a little in request Happy hours! 
— I shall look back to you as a dream.— Yet you 
are realities, and I shall remember as much of you, 
as men ever remember of that past in which they 
once lived. I remember as much of you as a 
Rector ddes of Greek — as a Politician of the Pub^ 
lie — as the World does of Virtue — as Virtue of 
the World; — ^yet how many silly people will say 
that I am deceiving them — that I never saw Jes- 
thah — ^that I never talked with Kosem Kesamim 
—-that Asmodeus exists iiot—-and that my life, my 
very life, my thoughtful, bustling, various life, is 
but a drop of ink, created by a goose-quill, and 
passed on no broader superficies than a sheet of 
paper ! Alas, what is real if the mind be not? Is 
that which in the dim chambers of our decaying 
memory lies all mouldering and unheeded, more 
real, more palpable, more living than the bright 
creatures of our fancy? No ! Fancy is a life itself, 
and the world we create has as much of truth as 
the world that was created for us. The all-mer- 
ciful Feather blessed us with imagination as a coun- 
terpoise to the sufferings of experience. 

And every day I walk forth among those ruins. 
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and by the help of Witch-lore, deciphei* the lail* 
guage of four thousand years back, which if ea- 
graved on many a marble wall, and many an a^ 
ohived scroll. I here see how Wisdom has tr»- 
yelled from age to age — as a river that flows 
through our mortality — visible in its course^— but 
in its sources undiscovered. For in these scrolls 
I behold the doctrines claimed by the Greeks^ 
their beautiful thoughts — ^their high and endearing 
dreams, all bodied forth in the more luxuriant 
imagery of the East, and, indeed, they were ra- 
ther simplified than enlarged by those bright pur« 
loiners, who stole from the Heaven of Fame the 
fire that belonged not to their race, but which so 
stolen never can expire. 

And every morning to breakfast, previously to 
my adventurous rovings, comes my attentive De* 
mon, full of the news of the upper world, laden 
with books and journals, reports and truths — and 
making me as much conversant with the little 
squabbles on the world's surface, as if I were, as 
heretofore, a partner of them ! — ^I recollect spend- 
ing one morning deliciously over a whole cargo of 
new books. Beautiful <<Maid of Elvar!*'*— 
what pleasure did I owe to you ! Reader, you love 
not Poetry, neither do I in general: — Like the 
taste for fruits — like the hungering after the sweet 
scent of flowers — like the quiet rapture of repose at 
noon, beneath the oak or beside the stream — ^likethe 
delicious melancholy of the twilight, and that rosy 

* Maid of ISlvati A Poem, by AUan Ciumingham*— -Moxoiv 
64^ New Bond Street 



( 

I 



i 



ASHODEUS AT LAR6K* 97 

I lAar which bnce reminded us of how much love is 
' blended by Goii with our harsher nature — like all 
the soft and magical delights that our youth nurst, 
and our manhood hastens to forget, the love of 
Poetry departs beneath the anxieties of J ife. Man's 
progress is an emblem of the progress of his race. 
At first the mountain and the free step, at last the 
city and. the careful eye. But when such a Poem 
connes before you as the "Maid of Elvar,'' ne- 
glect it not, pause to inhale its beauty, as if it 
^wrere a breeze of the fresh air. By a stanza from 
itself, I will give you its own description. 

^ He came unto a small and pleasant bay — 
A crescent-bay half garlanded with trees. 
Which scented all the air; whose blossoms gay 
Were rife with birds, and musical with bees; 
And danced in beauty in the seaward breeze; 
While o'er the g^ve ascended Elvar Tower, 
A mark by land, a beacon on the seas — ^ 

With fruit trees crowned, and gardens hung in flower, 
Dropt round with fairy knolls and many an elfin bower-" 

Hark, again, how beautiful a strain ! — are not the 
glades before us? 

^ The ripe com waved in lone Dalgonar glen, 
ThcU, with its bosom basking in the sun^ 
Jjiea Uke a bird; the hum of working men 
Joins with the sound of streams that southward run. 
With fragrant holms atween; then mix in one 
Bende a church, and round two ancient towers 
Form a deep fosse. Here sire is heu'ed by son, 
And war comes never: ankk deep inflowera 

In summer walk its dames among the sunny bowers." 

What richness, yet what simplicity in the line be- 
low marked in Italics! 

— — ** There was odorous store 

Of bloom for bees; both bank and brae were sown 

9 
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With gloix^ng foxgloves and with gowapB hoarf 
A trout-gteam shot through all, and sang beside the door,'*' 

All the Poet's descriptions are full of minute tnitb^ 
nothing is vague, nothing is mere description^ all is 
the result of close observing, that deep observing 
which marks the skilled eye of the Minstrel to 
whom 



(( 



In Nature there is nothing melancholy" — 



and nothing homely. The same beauty which so 
strikingly characterizes Thomson, that knitting 
up word after word, into one chaplet of Jiving 
representation, marks all the rural descriptions of 
this thoroughly genuine and National Poet. TakCr 
for instance the following lines : — 

" The thatched stack-yard, the naked stubble ridge^ 
The sere leaves heaped, the^ all. are cerUdn ngns 
The fnutful season's o'erj the leafless hedge 
with songsters' nest revealed, tell now the reins 
Of rufe have passed to sterner hands: in chsdns 
The lakes aie bound, the forest trees are reeling 
Beneath the axe: the snowy monarch reig^ 
On hills, and drives the shepherd from his shealing; 

And cold. Tike age on man, is o'er ^e wide land stealing. 

The golden hours of the glad years are gone; 
The forest's fragrant plitmes are pluck'd — ^how shc»^ 
And stormy, too, the journey of the sun; 
The vessel gladly makes her destined port; 
The hares unto the greeh kale-yards resort; 
The plough lies idle in the half-drawn furrow; 
The bamman's chaff comes down like snow; his sport 
The hunter takes; the rabbit keeps his burrow; 
And old men shake their locks, and agh 'tis winter thorough." 

Yet it is a pity, that foi: a Poem so carefully ela- 
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1)orated, eo deeply brooded over, so evidently 
formed for the Temple of Allan Cunningham'ii 
fame, so far greater^ than any thing he has yet 
done; and so solidly great in itself; it is a pity that 
a metre should have been chosen which, though 
inexpressibly rich and melodious, has been so 
dinned into our ears by all the Poetasters of the 
last twenty years. The Music has grown weari- 
some from its commonness. Some years hence, 
the objection will cease to exist Our children 
will not have read the numberless poems in the 
same metre that we have. The natural sweep of 
the verse will no longer be rendered " stale and 
cheap by vulgar company," but it may operate 
against the present popularity of a Poem which 
Scotland ought to feel proud of. It is essentially 
Scotch, essentially the Poetry of one Land and 
one People. We tread on the heaths of Scotland, 
we hear the rush of her streams, we see her lone 
glens and weird defiles as we wander on. Oh, beau- 
tiful " Maid of Elvar!" in a happy time wert thou 
born; thou belongest to the summer; and while 
the summer lasteth 1 will turn to thee again and 
again, and wish for no sweeter companion in the 
basking noon, than the odours that breathe from 
tthj russet garments! 

It is strange, that in such stormy times, Litera- 
ture should glide on so smoothly and with so many 
adventurers on the stream ! We are literally, if 
Asmodeus tells me right of the upper world, inun- 
dated with new books and new events. To-day 
we open the last novel; to-morrow we forget it in 
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the last rumour ! Here is ** Contarini Fleming"* 
on the one hand, and the arrest of Chateaubriand 
on the other^ both deserving of all Our attention, 
and neither, therefore, engros»ng it Certainly .] 
Mr. D'lsraeli is a writer of very great geniuc!» and j 
" Contarini Fleming** is so vast an improvement 
on " Vivian Grey " and " The Young Duke," that 
it is difficult for me to believe it written by the 
same man. Nevertheless, the critics declare it 
could be written by no other. The tone of ** The 
Young Duke" was painful: you felt that the 
Author should not have stooped to the perfor- 
mance; its vivacity was strained; its story uncon- 
nected; and the play of the writer's style too rest- 
less and unquiet. "Cantarina Fleming" is the 
product of a far older mind; a travelled mind; a 
meditative mind; a mind gradually filtering itself 
of its early impiu-ities of taste and discrepancies ia 
judgment. The tone of it is more enlarged and 
benevolent than that of the fcrmer writings; and 
though, by the superficial, it is called extra vagant» 
it is, in reality, remarkably succinct, whole and uni- 
form, in its plot, conduct, and purpose. The mass 
of readers will not perceive its object, and, there- 
fore, it seems to them bizarre, merely because its 
meaning is not on the surface. In fact, " Conta- 
rina Fleming" is a delineation of abstract ideas, in 
which, as in " Wilhelm Meister," the Author is 
often allegorical and actual at the same time* 
Each character is a personification of certain trains 
of mind ; but in that personification the Author 

• Coutarin* Fleming. — Murraj^. 
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now and then forgets himself, and deals only with 
the external world, which he designed at fint 
merely as the covering to metaphysical creatures. 
I compare it, in this instance, to " Wilhelm Meister." 
And I am quite certain that if " Wilhelm Meister" 
had never been written, " Contarini Fleming '' 
would never have walked into the ideal world. 
Yet, for all that, there is no imitation in story, 
, character, and least of all, style. The subdued 
calm of Goethe is as difierent as possible from the 
varying brilliancy of the author of "Contarini 
Fleming," " Wilhelm Meisler " is the mature pro- 
duce of a very stupendous, brooding mind, that 
worked out the block of nature from the most ar- 
tificial and recondite tools. All in Goethe was the 
Artist — the great Artist — and all in " Wilhelm 
Meister^^ breathes of that Art, and of the time, 
thought, musing, which had been devoted to its 
cultivation. The true nature of Mr. D'Israeli's 
talents is, on the contrary, vivid, sparkling, pas- 
sionate. He writes much better when he paints 
the Outward which belongs to Passion, than the 
Inward, which belongs to Thought. One of the 
best parts of his book, and one of the best and most 
racy descriptions of life any work of fiction since 
Fielding (certainly not excluding even " Anasta- 
eius ") contains, is in volume the first, when the 
young Adventurer attempts the robber life, which 
was once so alluring to the youth of Germany. 
On the other hand, nothing but the dazzle of the 
diction can blind us to various contradictions, and to 
much hasty paradox, in all the reflective portions 
of the work. Has Mr. Disraeli sufficiently studied 
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Locke T No man should turn to the Oerman phi» 
losophy till he is deep-read in the English. Locke, 
above all, is the essential groundwork of specula- > 
tion. That great Philosopher forms the right train 
of thought; showS; by a glance, where discursicHi 
leads to nothings and where it is worth riaking; he 
preiserves us, in a word, from all errors but his 
^wn, or rather lights 'us to truth bj a lamp which 
we afterwards turn back upon his own few con- 
tradictions and many deficiencies. But while Mr. 
D'Israeli is, we apprehend, yet a novice when he 
reflects, he often becomes a master when he 
creates. His personifications of idea are excellent, 
though his dilations on ideas may be crude. What 
a character he has made of Winter ! I know no- 
thing in the English language like it in conception, 
or more elaborately executed: it is only a pity 
that we have so little of this fine ideal. To sum 
up, in this work the Author has shown a power — 
■ a fertility — a promise — which we sanguinely trust 
will produce very considerable and triumphant re- 
sults. He has shown, by much Improvement, that 
he can improve more. A certain revolution is 
going on within his mind; right and deep ideas are 
gradually banishing wrong and erratic notions; 
and — striking, admirable in many most brilliant 
points, as every unprejudiced critic must allow 
" Contarini Fleming " — ^the Author will yet (he 
may believe me) far outshine it. By the way, I 
see he is standing for Wycombe : — joy be with 
him ! A man of such talent' and such knowledge 
ought to be in Parliament, more especially when 
the powers he possesses are pledged to the advance 
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of those Great Truths* which are now so firmly 
footed in the Hearts of the People. 

Thus half slowly criticising, half carelessly 
rambling on, it is my custom to pore over the 
works which the Devil transports from the circu- 
lating libraries above. Sometimes, however^ I 
prefer talking with, my amusing companion oyer 
those circles which, to my -great surprise^ manage 
to flourish without me. I laugh at the indigna- 
tion of Asmodeus, at the dreadful caricature ihey 
have made of his fellow Devil at the Opera 
House, where, Asmodeus assures me, that music 
without science, and a story without interest, are 
dragged on throughout a whole night under the 
name of Robert the Devil." " The scenery," says 
Asmodeus, *< is well enough, I allow. But only 
imagine a performance lasting from eight to half- 
^ast twelve^ witboat any other merit than scenery^ 
the length of every scene, the interminable duration 
of every song seems to denote that they could not 
be contented to play the Devil without giving us 
-a notion of the perpetuity of his punishments. 
What a moral ! Certainly Mr. Mason must be 
the most conscientious man in the world ! He has 
done mor^ to weary London of the Devil than all 
his managerial brethren ever did to attract mankind 
towards the same personage. Oh ! what a man it 
is ! With what a spirit he goes on ruining the 
Opera ! It is quite deh'ghtful to see a gentleman 
•so bent upon one subject. I suspect he is hired by 
some Prynne of the present day, to destroy in- 
jsidiously the King's Theatre. No man could, by 
fcbance, have been so systematically tmfit for hi« 
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situation. Well, well; if the town won't go to 
< the Devil/ I know who is likely to supply the 
Town's place; and therewith Asmodeus made a 
note in his memorandum-book. For my part, I 
like this easy, worldly, sneering vein in the Devil's 
conversation; I like a companion who seems to 
have his senses about him, and who, though 
damned himself, knows exactly what ought to be 
damned in others. 

One morning among other papers, Asmodeus 
brought me down a large cargo of the offspring of 
what is called the cheap press. What a fund of 
delight a man may now purchase for a shilling ! 
One may pack up a library to take down to the 
moors, and have change out of half-a-crown. It 
is pleasant to see that while every thing for the 
use of the outward form keeps up its price, some- 
thing really cheap may be bought for the mind. 
A quartern loaf lasts a day, and costs lOd., but a 
number of a new Magazine may give Thoug"ht food 
for a year, — and costs only a penny. The penny 
Magazine is indeed excellent so far as it goes, but 
there is something ludicrous in the delicate in- 
felicity with which it coquets with the law. It 
seems so mighty anxious to avoid Politics, and yet 
it cannot avoid containing news. And news is as 
much against the law as politics. What absurdity, 
what monstrous absurdity! The law says, ^^In- 
telligence" must not be sold under seven-pence. 
But our Lawgivers themselves sell Intelligence for 
a penny, and yet turn the Law upon others. The 
Society for the diffusion of Useful Knowledge have 
his Majesty's Ministers for Members— they send 
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out their own Penny Paper to-day, and prosecute 
another man's Penny Paper to-morrow. I re- 
collect Sir Robert Peel said once on the Game 
Xiaws — "Can a country gentleman officiate con- 
scientiously as a Magistrate, and send a man to 
prison for breaking those laws which his own son 
breaks every day?" Is there not the same glaring 
partiality in publishing a paper as there was once 
in shooting a partridge? Can a Minister patronise 
one who breaks the same Law for which he casts an- 
other man into prison? What a vast field is opened 
to our gaze the moment we approach the Stamp 
duty on Papers ! We might harangue for hours 
and not say a tithe of what ought to be said. In 
Mr. Bulwer's speech on his Motion for the re- 
moval of the Taxes on Knowledge, he dwelt on 
the contraband circulation of pernicious doctrines 
that were left unanswered because the law for- 
bade an answer.* " But what," cries one of the 
Papers, ** are pernicious doctrines'!" The Whigs 
call the Tory doctrines pernicious — the Tories 
retort on the Whigs — both unite against the 
Levellers — the attackers of Property and the ad- 
vocates of assassination^ and the last party perhaps 

• will it be believed that some of the newspapers — dreading 
perhaps the competition they ought not to dread, for they could 
not be so ignorant of the present law — ^have positively asked — 
*' Why, if the poison is circulated now at a penny, is not the 
antidote also circulated at the same price ?" Why ! because the 
law forbids it — because tlie contraband paper is written by those 
who defy tlie law — and those only. — ^There is not one contraband 
political paper that is ajx AimiKiTE to the numberless envenomed 
oiM»/— What a fact!— What a subject fop delay— for indifFcy-. 
ance— for neglect! 
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-think themselves sincerely in the right.* WhicJi 
are the pernicious doctrines? — the answer is very 
short — Any doctrine not fully canvassed, and con- 
stantly discussed, is sure to become pernicious at 
last! We are quite sure that the doctrines of the 
cheap contraband papers must be wrong, because 
the Law obliges them to be all bne way — because 
they must be violent, and may not be . discussed — 
became the Law cannot put down the violence, 
and forbids the counterpoise. When Religion it- 
self was the property of the Monks — when dif- 
ference of sectarian opinion was not allowed — 
Religion preached up crusades and inquisitions — 
zeal was murder, and virtue was donations to the 
Church. It is the same with Reason as it was 
with Religion — to be safely exercised it must be 
generally exercised — to the errors of one sect 
oppose the opinions of the other sect Truth 
perishes wherever there is Monopoly. At present 
the contraband press is the Monopoly of violent 
opinion. Open that Monopoly! Nature and Truth 
are alike in this — their great results are worked 
out from the opposite elements. A Monopoly of 
alkali in the physical system, would* be the same 
as a Monop6ly of one set of opinions in the moral 
The *< Times" says justly that it would have no- 
thing to fear from the repeal of the Stamp Duty.t 

• For all these doctiines are advocated verjr frankly in scmie 
^f the contraband Papers. 

i"We should gain," adds the * Times,'—" but we doubt if 
the public would — ^we should sell a g^at many more copies— 
but the public would be inundated with cheap, bad papers." " 
Does not our acute Contemporaiy see that the two arguments 
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Nor did the Motion for that repeal, nor the speech 
of the Mover, drive at such a consequence. The 
terrible power of one great Paper might be divided 
fey the abolition of the Stamp Duty, but the sale 
would be necessarily increased. Many persons don't 
think so; but let them consider for a moment. 
Will not the multitude prefer always the best 
article ? — does the best article suffer by becoming 
' cheap ?-:-does rivalry in shops prevent the best and 
most popular shop from making the greatest re- 
turns? Will it not be the same case with the 
Papers? Compj^re the " Constitutional " in its po- 
pular day with the "Times" — Compare! — the 
" Constitutional" is not to be compared with it in 

destroy one another — ^if the sale of the good paper the " Times "' 
will increase so greatly — does not the public as well as the 
•* Times " benefit by that increase ? If the ** Times " can beat 
Its rivals in public favour — the public is not contaminated by a. 
liTalry so effectively counteracted. Take away the stamp, and 
the ** Times" and " The Poor Man's Guardian*' would assume a 
tolerable equality in point of price. How ifiany would purchase 
the "Times" for its excellenee, that now purchase "The 
Poor Man's Guardian " for its cheapness. We now force the 
Operative to buy bad papers — ^solely because tliey are the only 
papers he can afford to buy. We ean adduce a curious instance 
of the truth. When Mr. Carpenter's "Political Letter "sold 
for four-pence— eight hundred copies were sold weekly at 
Manchester; when it became seven-pence, only fifty were sold 
af Manchester. Did those who gave up the " Political Letter"* 
purchase the Legitimate Journals? No! on inquiry it was as- 
certained that they either went without any paper— or they 
substituted for the "PoBtical Letter"— ** The Poor Man's 
Guardian" — a Journal immeasivably more violent and inflam* 
matory than the one they had deserted? Who, seeing this,, 
' can doubt, that to tax knowledge is to adimnister philtres to 
crime? 
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point of variety of talent and copiousness of intelli- 
gence; but the " Constitutional ** sold for half the 
price, and consequently sold more than double the 
number. But the town will be inundated with 
"cheap papers? Why not? the evil will soon cure 
itself. But then America — ay, just note how ud^ 
fairly an argument may be wrenched aside. Mr-^ j 
Bulwer cites America as an example of the fact J 
that the number of Papers depends on the cheap-, 
ness of Papers, whereon an opponent affects to 
suppose that he cites the instance as a proof of 
the excellence of the American papers, and he 
tells you that the American papers are abominable 
— ^Very likely; but the American papers areas 
good, on the whole, as the American books. Lite- 
rature is far more advanced in this country than 
the United States; — there it is more general — ^here 
more lofty. We write better books than the Ame- 
ricans, and we write better papers — not on account 
of the price of the production, but the greater 
skill of the producer. Take away the Stamp of 
the paper — ^you don't take away the intellect from 
the Paper; yet some persons seem absolutely to 
think that the red mark confers a sort of Patent 
of Excellence. Is the unstamped Penny Magazine 
then so contemptible in its character? As regards 
the question of the Postage, there seems to be some 
mistake abroad in regard to Mr. Bulwer's precise 
Motion on the subject. He did not move that a 
Postage should be adopted, but that its expediency 
should be inquired into. It is a very intricate 
question requiring the most minute attention to de- 
tails. But this fact is at least in its favour — it has 
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never failed whenever it has been adopted, and so 
little in France did it operate against the circula- 
tion of tlie Metropolitan Papers, that^ as Mr. 
Bulwer stated, the number of Papers sent from 
Paris in 1829 doubled the number sent from Paris 
in 1825; while during those years in England there 
bad been little or no variation in the number sent 
from London into the Provinces. Yet mark — ^it 
was in that country where a postage was put .on a 
cheap Paper that the number sent from the Me- 
tropolis had doubled, and it was in that country 
where the Newspaper is dear, but no postage im- 
posed, that the number had not varied ! — a striking 
fact. But the question certainly demands deep 
inquiry. If, on examination, it appears that a 
postage zDOuld operate against the London, or, 
indeed, the country papers, there must be no Post- 
age upon Papers — the Revenue must look else- 
where for compensation. But Books, Pamphlets, 
CSrculars, all literary Publications — they, at least, 
might unquestionably be allowed to circulate cheap- 
ly by post — a tax that would be most advantage- 
ous to the Public, and sure to produce the same 
sum, at the lowest computation^ as the odious ad- 
vertisement duty ! . 

What's this?—" The London Penny Journal*'— 
very good — tales, sketches — as light as the Penny 
Magazine is wise. A penn'orth of sack to a 
penn'orth of bread. "The New Entertaining 
Press "—a respectable, tall, graceful, well-shaped 
young Gentleman, full of accomplishment and re- 
search. — Poetry, Criticism, Fiction, Morality, no- 
diing comes amiss to him — ^you may breakfast with 

10 
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him most agreeably, and his fee for attendance is 
only a Penny — heartily do I thank him for his 
reasonable charges, and his excellent qualities. 
But here is a three-penny Leviathan, sixteen 
pages of close print, and capital matter! Stories 
by the dozen — puns, jokes, reviews, and all manner 
of delicacies, for the dimidium of sixpence. Blessed 
be the name of " The Original!" It is really a 
most spirited, entertaining, and intelligent periodi- 
cal. What a capital extravaganza! a Fishmg 
Schoolmaster, angling and catching one of his own 
drowned disciples. 

<< Ye dreams of sport — ^too speedy in your flighty 
Enough to make a gentlemui g^ow wtU/ 
How hard his lot, who hungering for a bite. 
Must earn his meat by bringing up a child!" 

"The British Drama and Literary Humorist," 
full of plays and farces, a place where the damned 
are recovered, — and where the author takes 
his revenge on the manager that refused him, by 
proving the manager an ass — a very good idea, 
and very amusingly bodied forth. More — ^more — 
more Half-penny Magazines, Farthing Gazettes. 
Our old friend or foe, *.* The Literary Omnibus/' 
with a lampoon on ourself, which is now become a 
joke old enough in its mouth to be a little tire- 
some. And the pretty little pedant, with the 
household name of " The Tatler," coming over us 
with a Mr. Bickerstaffair, and a ghostlike odour 
from the memory of White's Chocolate House ! A 
wide field and fair play for ye all, gentlemen — may 
ye live and flouriaby and afford an encouragement 
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to this expensive world to be reasonable in its ex- 
penses as well as its views! It is a pleasant thing 
to see your honest faces smiling upon us with a 
friendly air of good-natured wisdom; and if I were 
not in Cyprolis, thinking of Jesthah and Queen 
Anne's Court, I would spend an hour in Fleet 
Street to watch the schoolboy and the mechanic 
buy his pennyworth of pleasant relaxation. What 
more touching thought, than that even by these 
fresh seeds springing up on the roadsides, we may 
judge of that future — that general — that all-sup 
plying harvest of intellectual food which may 
reward hereafter our present labours. Free Trade 
in Thought, and no Com Laws for the Mind! 

The day seldom passes in Cyprolis without a 
visit from Kosem Kesamim. Sometimes, when I 
least expect it, I lift my eyes and behold his dim, 
undefined, and awful shape in the far recesses of 
my subterraneous chamber. Then, perhaps, he 
will converse for hours on high and mystic themes, 
in which only by fit and interval I can follow his 
shadovTy words, or,asoften without uttering a sound, 
he will gradually recede, and pass like a vapour 
from my eyes. The Witches all speak of him 
with wonder, and yet reserve; they concur in 
terming him a human and living shape, though 
gifted with superhuman powers, and having 
shnnned the conditions of Life (Death) through a 
hundred ages — a man like ourselves in aught, save 
(he powers of his sorcery. As to the Witches, it 
seems, that in every age, and within every country, 
this dread and singular magician has had the power 
to select one person, of either sex, whom, if the 
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selected so wilb il, he may transplant yet living — 
though for ever dead to the common usages and 
tribes of Earth — to this preternatural life and these 
unseen abodes. Thus he gathers round him slow- 
ly, and from century to century, a grotesque and 
motley court — evidences of the duration of his 
own desolate and wondrous life. These, his sub- 
jects, are commonly dispersed in various depths and . 
hollows of Earth; and only once a year they meet 
in one solemn and stately interview. This is the 
grand event of the Witch life, though it is varied 
with many minor gala days, and is, altogether, 
passed pleasantly enough, considering that the 
ladies and gentlemen live as separately as Mrs. 
Trollope's Americans. I stay here partly for the 
purpose of attending this great ceremonial — glad, 
too, of an excuse for learning more of mysteries^ 
which gradually vanish into simple facts beneath 
the daily light of custom. Mystery! — sounding 
word! — ^apology for our own ignorance! No one 
thing is in itself more mystic than another; it is our 
imperfect sight that makes the monster and shapes 
forth the spectre. What is there more myaterioua 
in the dark existence of this magician — in the life 
of his Court — in these still wastes of forgotten 
marble by which I am surrounded, than in the 
swarming life that peoples the drop of water — than 
the growth of the tree before our window — than 
the everlasting course of the seasons under which 
we glide insensibly from Hfe to death? Magic in- 
credible? — Pooh! Custom! — what magic in that 
one word! 
I am not without hopen of learning, from tbe 
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lips of Kosem Kesamim, the secret of his own life. 
At times I venture to approach that subject, and 
he does not avoid it; nay, I believe that he will be 

disposed to— —Ha! 

« « . « m « « 

While I wrote these last words, I ciianced to 
turn — I beheld Him beside me! << And wouldst 
thou learn?'' said the Magician, in that mournful 
voicJe which seems to breathe of the vanity of all 
knowledge, <^ wouldst thou, in truth learn the 
secret of his life who has conquered the ordinary 
laws which circumscribe his race? Somewhat of 
his gloomy history thou mightest indeed glean 
from his lips, but how much to thy soul would be 
lost, and utterly uncompassed! Yet thou shalt 
have a portion of thy wish. At midnight we shall 
meet again!" 

* With these words, the Sorcerer's figure faded 
gradually away. I am alone — ^his words still ring 
in my ear — with what anxiety I shall watch for 
midnight! 



^ 
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CHAPTER VI. 

A Scene— The Men of Old—The Tale of Kosem Keaamint 

It was deep night, and the Magician suddenly 
stood before me. <^ Arise," said he, << and let us go 
forth upon the surface of the World." I rose, and 
foUbwed the Sorcerer through the dead vastness 
of the buried city, until we came to the entrance 
of a cavern. Pursuing its subterraneous course 
for some minutes, — not with a natural swiftness of 
step, but with the gliding and rapid motion with 
which the Sorcerer passed; not touching the earth, 
but just above its soil, so that it was the air (which 
he could agitate and strengthen at will) which 
charioted us along; — pursuing, I say, the course 
of this cavern for some minutes, with the rushing 
sound of prisoned waters loud and wild upon 
the ear, we came, at length, to a spot where the 
atmosphere struck upon my breath with a chill 
and earthly freshness; and presently through a fis* 
sure in the rock, the sudden whiteness of the moon 
broke in, and lit up, partially, walls radiant with 
spars, and washed by a deep stream, that wound 
its mysterious way to the upper air. And now, 
gliding through the chasm, we stood in a broad 
cell with its lofty arch open to the sea. Column 
and spire (brilliant with various crystallizations — 
spars of all hues) sprang lightly up on either side 
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of this cavern — and with a leap and a mighty voice, 
the stream, whose course we had been tracking 
rushed into the arms of the great Sea. Along 
that sea, star after star mirrored its solemn lustre 
— and the Moon clad in a fuller splendour than I 
had ever seen gathered round her melancholy orb, 
filled the cavern with a light, that was to the light 
of day what the life of an Angel is to that of a 
Mortal. Passionless, yet tender — steadfast — ^mys- 
tic — unwavering — it shone upon the glittering 
spars, and made a holiness of the very air; and in 
a long line, from the cavern to the verge of hea- 
ven, her sweet face breathed a measured and quiet 
joy into the rippling billows — << smiles of the 
5ea."* A few thin and fleecy clouds alone varied 
the clear expanse of the heavena — and they rested, 
like the cars of spirits, far on the horizon. 

^^ And beautiful," said I, <^ is this outward earth 
— ^your dim realms beneath have nothing to com- 
pare with it There are no stars in the temples 
of the hidden earth — and one glimpse from the 
lovely Moon is worth all the witchfirea and me- 
teors of the Giant palaces below." 

<< Thou lookest, young Mortal," said the wizard 
in his mournful voice, ^' over my native portion 
of the World. Beside that sea stood my ancestral 
halls — and beneath the moon first swelled within 
my bosom the deep tides of human emotion — and 
in this cavern, whence we now look forth on the 
seas and heavens, my youth passed some of its ear- 
nest hours in contemplation of that high and star- 
red order which your lessened race-— clogged with 

* JEachyhu? Prometheui* 
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the mire of ages — never know; for that epoch 
was •far remote in those ages which even Tradi- 
tion scarcely pierces. Your first fathers — What 
of their knowledge know ye? — what of their 
secrets have ye retained? — their vast aild dark 
minds were never fathomed by the plummet of 
your researches. The waves of the black night 
have swept over the Antique World — ^and all that 
you can guess of its buried glories are from' the 
shivered fragments that ever and anon Chance 
casts upon the shores of the Modern Race.*' 

«< Do we sink then/' said Ij ** by comparison 
with the men of those distant times? Is not our ' 
lore deeper and more certain ? Was not their 
knowledge the offspring of a confused and labour^ 
ing conjecture? Did they not live among dreams 
and shadows, and make Truth itself the creature 
of a fertile imagination?^' 

'*^ Nay/' replied the shrouded and uncertain 
form beside me — << their knowledge pierced deep- 
er into the Heart of Things. They consulted the 
stars — but it was to measure the dooms of Earth; 
— and could we raise from the dust their perished 
scrolls, you would behold the mirror of the Uving 
times. Their prophecies — (wrung from the toil 
and rapture of those powers which ye suffer to 
aleep, quenched within the soul) — traversed the 
wilds of ages, and pointed out among savage 
hordes the Cities and Laws of Empires yet to be. 
Ten thousand Arts have mouldered from the Earth 
— and science is the shadow of what it was. — 
Young Mortal, thou hast set thine heart upon Wia- 
dom — thou hast wasted the fresh and radiant hours 
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of opening life amidst the weai^ying thoughts of 
othersj^ti^ou hast laboured after Knowledge^ and 
ia that la1)our the healthful hues have for ever left 
thy eh^iek^ and age creeps upon the core while the 
dew is yet npon the leaf; and for this labour — and 
in the transport and the vision that the soul's la- 
bour nurtures — your spirit is now rapt from its 
fleshly career on earth, — wandering at will amongst 
the dread chasms and mines wombed within Uie 
world, breathing a vital air amongst the dead, — 
comraded by Spirits, and the Powers that are 
not of flesh, — and catching, by imperfect glimpse 
land shadowy type, some knowledge of the aivsh 
mysteries of Creation; — and thou beholdest in me 
and in my science, that which thy learning and 
thy fancy tracked not before. No legend ever 
chanced upon my strange and solemn being: no- 
thing in my nature resembles to the tales of Wi- 
zard or Sorcerer that the vulgar phantasies of Su- 
perstition have imbodied. Thou hast seen what 
none have drawn — and Fable has hacknied not the 
Truth. Thou wouldst learn something of the Be- 
ing thus permitted to thy marvel; — be it so. Un- 
der these sparkling arches — ^and before my ances- 
tral sea— and beneath the listening ear of the halt- 
ing Moon thou sbalt learn a history of the Antique 
World. 



The Taxe of Eosem Eesamim. 

Along the shores which for thirty centuries no 
human foot has trod — and upon the plains where 
now not one stone stands upon another, telling 
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even of decay — ^was once the city and the empire 
of the Wise Kings— for so termed by their neigjh* 
hours were the monarchs that ruled this countrj. 
Generation after generation they had toiled to earn 
and preserve that name. Amidst the gloom of 
mysterious temples, and the oracular learning of 
the star-read priests, the youth of each succeeding 
King was reared into a grave and brooding man* 
hood. Their whole lives was mystery. Wrapt 
in the sepulchral grandeur of the Imperial Palace 
— seen rarely — like gods — they sent forth, as from 
a cloud, the light of their dread but benign laws: 
— the courses of their life were tracked not — but 
they were believed to possess the power over the 
seasons and elements — and to summon, at their 
will, the large-winged spirits, that walk to and fyo 
across the earth, governing like dreams^ with a 
vague and unpenetrated power, the destinies of 
Natiohs, and the ambition of Kings. 

There was born to this imperial race a son^ to 
whom seer and king alike foretold a strange and 
preternatural destiny. His childhood itself was 
of a silent, stern, and contemplative nature. And 
his learning, even in his boyish youth, had ran- 
sacked all that the gray priests could teach him. 

But the passions are interwoven deeply with the 
elements of thought. What man earns real wisdom 
but by the process of fierce emotion? — ^And amidst 
all the pursuits of his aspiring mind, the heart of 
the young prince burned with a thousand passions 
untold and unregulated. The Magician paused for 
a moment, and then, in a voice far different from 
the cold and solemn tone in which his accents 
were usually clothed, he broke forth: — > 
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Oh, betutiful, beyond the beauty of these sick- 
lied and hoary times, was the beauty ef Woman 
in the young world! — ^The glory of Eden was not 
yet departed fi*om her face, and the lustre of unwea- 
ried Nature glowed alike upon Earth and Earth's 
majestic daughters. Beauty is youth's Idol — and 
in the breast of Gondorah, for so was the Prince 
popularly called, (his higher and mystic titles may 
not be revealed,) the great passion — ^the great 
yearning — ^the great desire— was for the lovdy. 
and the august — ^whatever their shapes or mould. 
Not in woman only, but in all things, the Beauti- 
fiil'made his worship — ^wherever he beheld it, the 
image of the Deity was glassed to his adoring soul. 
But to him — or rather to myself — for I — (if me- 
mory retains identity through the shift and lapse 
of worlds; making tncy the same as one who ut- 
terly dissimilar, lived a man amongst men, long 
ages back) — to me, there was yet a fiercer and 
more absorbing passion — than love, or the idolatry 
of Nature — ^The desire to know! — My mind 
launched itself into the depth of things — I loved 
step after step to trace Effect to its first Cause. 
Reason was a chain from heaven to earth, and 
every link led me to aspire to the stars themselves. 
And the wisdom of my wise fathers was mine; 
I knew the secret of the elements, and could 
charm them into slumber, or arouse them to war. 
The mysteries of that dread Chemistry which is 
now among the Sciences that sleep — by which we 
can command the air and walk on its viewless 
ptths — ^by which we can wake the thunder — and 
suBimon the cloud — and rive the earth — the exer* 
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cise of that high faculty — ^the imagining Power- 
by which -Fancy itself creates what it willsj and 
which, trained and exercised, can wak« the spec- 
tres of the dead — and bring visible to the carnal 
eye the Genii that walk the world — ^the watchful, 
straining, sleepless science, that can make a Sage's 
volume of the stars — ^these were mine^ and yet I 
murmured — I repined ! — what mysteries were yet 
to know! The acquisition of to-day was but the 
disappointment of the morrow, and the dispensa- 
tion of mj ambition — ^vy^as — to desire. 

It was the evening, and I went from the groves 4 
of the sacred temple, to visit one whom I lofid. ^ 
The way spread over black and rugged maisMt of 
rock, amidst which, the wild shrub and dark weed 
sprung rife and verdant; for the waste as yet was 
eloquent of some great revulsion of the soil in the 
earlier epochs of the world — when Change often 
trod on the heels of Change, and the earth was 
scarcely reconciled to the sameness of her calm 
career. And I stood beneath the tree where shs 
was to meet me — and my heart leapt within me as 
I saw her footsteps bounding along — and she came 
with her sweet lips breathing the welcome pf hu- 
man love, and I laid my head on her bosom and 
was content 

Arid, " Oh," said she, " art thou not proud of thy 
dawning fame? The Seers speak of thee with 
wonder, and the Priests bow their heads before thy 
name." 

Then the passion of my soul broke forth, and 1 
answered,—" What is this petty power tliat I pos- 
seal, and what this harren knowledge? The Great 
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Arch Secret of all, I have toiled night after night 
to conquer and I cannot attain it What is it to 
command even the dark spirits at war with Hea- 
ven — if we know not the nature of what we com- 
mand? What I desire is not knowledge, but the 
source of knowledge. I wish that mj eye should 
penetrate at once into the germ and cause of things; 
and that when I look upon the outward beauty 
of the world, my sight may pierce within, and see 
the mechanism that causes and generates the 
beauty working beneath. Enough of my art have 
I learned to know that there is a film over human 
eyes which prevents their penetrating beyond the 
'sarface; it is to remove that film, and dart into the 
essence, and the One Great Productive Spirit of 
all Things, that I labour and yearn in vain. All 
other knowledge is a cheat; this is the high pre- 
r(^tive which mocks at conjecture and equals us 
with a God r 

, Then Lyciah saw that I was moved, and she 
kissed me, and sung me the sweet songs, that 
steeped my heart, as it were, in a bath of fragrant 
herbs. 

Midnight had crept over the earth as I returned 
homeward across that savage scene. Rock heaped 
upon rock bordered and broke upon the lonely 
valley that I crossed — and the moon was still, and 
shining, as at this hour, when its life is four thou- 
sand years nearer to its doom. Then suddenly I 
saw moving before me, with a tremulous motion, a 
meteoric fire of an exceeding brightness. Ever as 
it moved above the seared and sterile soil, it soared 
and darted restlessly to and firo; — ^and I thought^ 

11 
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as it danced and quivered, that I heard it langb 
from its burning centre with a wild and frantic 
joy. I fancied, as I gazed upon the fire, that in 
that shape revelled one of the children of the Ele- 
mentary Genii; and, addressing it in their lan^ 
guage, I bade it assume a palpable form. But the 
Fire darted on unheedingly, save that now the 
laugh from amidst the flame came all distinct and 
fearfully on my ear. Then my hair stood erect — 
and my veins curdled — and my knees knocked to- 
gether; — ^I was under the influence of an Awe; 
for 1 felt that the Power was not of the world — 
nor of that which my ancestral knowledge of the 
power of other worlds had yet pierced. My voice 
faltered, and thrice I strove to speak to the Light 
— but in vain; and when at length I addressed it 
in the solemn adjuration by which the sternest of 
the Fiends are bounds the Fire sprang up from 
the soil — towering aloof and aloft — vnth a livid 
but glorious lustre, bathing the whole atmosphere 
in its glare, — quenching, with an intenser ray, the 
splendours of the Moon, — and losing its giant crest 
in the far Invisible of Heaven! 

And a voice came forth, saying—^ Thou callest 
upon inferior Spirits; I am that which thou hast 
pined to behold — I am * The Living Principle of 
the World!'" 

I bowed my face, and covered it with my hands, 
and my voice left me; and when again I looked 
up, behold, the Fire had shrunk from its momen- 
tary height, and was (now dwarfed and humble) 
creeping before me in its wavering and snake-like 
course. But fear was on me, and I fled, and fast 
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fled the Fire by my side; and oft, but faint, from 
its ghastly heart came the laugh that thrilled the 
marrow of ,my bones. And the waste was past, 
and the Giant Temple of the one God rose before 
me; f rushed forward, and fell breathless by its si- 
lent Altar. And there sat the High Priest, for 
night and day some one of the Sacred Host sat by 
the Altar; and he was of a great age, and all hu- 
man emotion had left his veins; but even he was 
struck with my fear, and gazed upon me with his 
rayless eyes, and bade me be of cheer, for the 
place was holy. I looked round and the Fire was 
not visible, and I breathed freely ; but I answered 
not the Priest, for years had dulled him into stone, 
and when I rose his eye followed me not I gained 
the purple halls set apart for the King's son. And 
the pillars were of ivory inlaid with gold — ^and the 
gems and perfumes of the world gave light and 
fragrance toithose wondrous courts; and the gor* 
geous banquet was spread, and music from unseen 
hands swelled along arch and aisle as I trod the 
royal Hall. But lo ! by my Throne, crouching 
beneath the purpureal canopy, I saw the laugh- 
ing Fire — and it seemed, lowly and paled, to 
implore protection. And I paused, and took the 
courtiers aside, and I asked them to mark the 
flame ; but they saw it not — it burnt to mine eye 
alone. Then knew I that it was, indeed, a Spirit 
of that high race, which, even when they take 
visible form, are not visible save to the students of 
the Dread Science ! And I trembled but revered. 
And the Fire stayed by me night and day, and 
I grew accustomed to its light. But never, by 
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charm or spell, could I draw farther word firomit; 
and it followed my steps with a silent and patient 
homage. And by degrees a vaiB and proud de- 
light came over me to think that I was so ho- 
noured ; and I looked upon the pale and change- 
ful face of the Fire as the face of a friend. 

There was a man who had told years beyond 
the memory of the living — ^a renowned and fa- 
mous Seer — to whom, in times of dread and -omen* 
our Priests and Monarchs themselves repaired for 
warning and advice. 1 sought his abode. The 
seer was not of our race — he came from the dis- 
tant waters of the Nile, and the dark mysteries of 
the City of Egypt had girded his youth* It was 
in this cavern in which, young stranger oif the 
North, this tale is now poured into thine ear, that the 
Seer held his glittering home — for lamp upon lamp 
then lighted up, from an unfailing naptha, these 
dazzling spars — and the seamen of the vessels that 
crowded yonder bay beheld, far down the blue 
waters, when on their various cruise, the nightfy 
blaze flickering along the wave, and reminding 
the reverent mariner of many an awful legend of 
the Cavern Home. And hither had often turned 
my young feet in my first boyhood, and from the 
shrivelled lip of the old Egyptian had much of my 
loftiest learning been gleaned; for he loved me-— 
and seeing with a prophet eye far down the great 
depths of Time, he knew, that I was fated to wild 
and fearful destinies, and a life surpassing the pe- 
riod of his own. 

It was on that night, when the New Moon scat- 
ters its rank and noxious influence over the foliage 
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and life of earth, that I sought the Egyptian. And 
the Fire burne4. with a fiercer and redder light 
than its wont, as it played and darted by my side. 
And when, winding by the silver sands, I passed 
into the entrance of the Cave, I saw the old man 
sitting on a stone. And when I entered, the Seer 
started from his seat in fear and terror — ^his eyes 
rolled-— his thin gray hairs stood erect — a cold 
sweat broke from his brow — and the dread master 
stood before his pupil in agony and awe. 

**'Thou comest," muttered he with white lips. 
*' What is by thy side? hast thou dared to seek 
knowledge with the Soul of all Horror — with 

the ghastly Leper of Avaunt! bid the fiend 

begone!" 

His voice seemed to leave the old man, and 
with a sbi^iek he fell upon his face on the grouad. 

*' Is it," said I, appalled by his terror — " is it 
the Fire that haunts my steps at which thou trem- 
blest? behold, it is^ harmless as a dog; it burns not 
while it shines; if a fiend, it is a merry fiend, for I 
hear it laugh while I speak. But it is for this. 
Dread Sire, that I have sought thee. Canst thou 
tell me the nature of the Spirit — ^for a Spirit it 
surely is? Canst thou tell me its end and aim?" 

I lifted the old man from the earth — and his 
kindly heart returned to him — ^and he took the 
Wizard Crown from the wall, and he placed it on' 
his brows — ^for he was a Monarch among the 
Things that are not of clay. And he said to the 
Fire — "Approach!" And the Fire glided to his 
knees. And he said, " Art thou the Spirit of the 
Element, and is thy home in the Flint's heart?" 
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And a voice from the flame ansiroredf ^ Na'' 

And again the Egyptian trembled. 

<« What art thou, then?'' said he. 

And the Fire answered, " Thy Lord." 

And the limbs of the Egyptian shook as with 
the grasp of death. 

And he said, ^^ Art thou a demon of this world?" 

And the Fire answered, ^' I am the Life of this 
world — and I am 7iot of other worlds.'* 

" I know thee — I fear thee — 1 acknowledge 
thee!" said the Wizard; " and in thy soft lap shall 
this crowned head soon be laid." 

*« And the Fire laughed. 

" But tell me," said I,— for though my blood 
stood still my soul was brave and stern — ^« Tell 
me, O Sire, what hath this Thing with me!" 

"It is the Great Ancestor of us all!" said the 
Egyptian, groaning. 

" And knows it the Secrets of the Past?'' 

" The Secrets of the Past are locked within 
it" 

^< Can it teach me that which I pine to know? 
— Can it teach me the essence of things — the na- 
ture of all I see? — Can it raise the film from my 
human eyes?" 

<« Rash Prince, be hushed!" cried the Egyptian, 
rising, and glaring upon me with his stony eye — > 
" Seek not to know that which will curse thee with 
the knowledge. Ask not a power that would turn 
life into a living grave. All the lore that man ever 
knew is mine; but that secret have I shunned, 
and that power have I cast from me, as the 
shepherd casts the viper from his hand. Be still. 
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— ^be moderate — ^be wise. And bid me exorcise 
the Spirit that aceosts thee from the Fire!'* 

*'Can it teach me the arch mystery? When I 
gaze upon the herb or flower, can it fit my gaze 
with the power to pierce into the cause and work- 
ingi of its life?" 

''lean teach thee this/' said the Fire; and it 
rose higher, and burned fiercer, as it spake^ till 
the lamps of naphtha paled before it. 

"Then abide by.me, O Spirit," said I; "and 
let us not be severed/* 

"Miserable boy," cried the Egyptian; *' was 
this^ then, the strange and preternatural doom 
which my Art foresaw was to be thine, though 
it deciphered not its nature? Knowest thou that 
this Fire, so clear — so pure — ^so beautiful — ^is " 

"Beware!" cried the voice from the Fire; and 
the crest of the flame rose, as the crest of a serpent 
about to spring upon its prey. 

"Thou awest me not," said the Egyptian, 
though the blood fled from his shrivelled and 
tawny cheeks. " Thou art " 

" The Living principle of the world," interrupt- 
ed the voice. 

*' And thine other name?" cried the Egyptian. 

<* Thy Conqueror!" answered the voice; and 
strai^t as the answer went forth, the Egyptian 
fell blasted as by lighting, a corpse at my feet. 
The light of the Fire played with a blue and tre- 
mulous lustre upon the carcass, and presently I be- 
held by that light that the corpse was already passed 
into the loathsomeness of decay — ^the flesh was 
rotten from the bones — and the worm and the 
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creeping thing, that the rottenness generates, 
twined in the very jaws and temples of the SagQ. 

I sickened and gasped for breath. <^ Is this Uiy 
work, oh, fearful Fiend!" said I, shuddering. And 
the Fire, passing from the corpse, crept huinUy 
to my feet — and its voice answered — '^ Whatever 
my power, it is thy slave!" 

" Was that death thy work?" repeated my qui- 
vering lips. 

<* Thou knowest,*' answered the Fire, <^ that 
Death is not the will of any Power — save one. 
The Death came from His will — and I but exult- 
ed over the blow!" 

I left the cavern; my art, subtle as it was, gave 
me no glimpse into the causes of the Egyptian's 
death. I looked upon the Fire, as it crept along 
the herbage; with an inquisitive, yet dreading eye. 
I felt in awe of the Demon's power; and yet ibe 
proud transport I had known in the subjection of 
that power was increased, and I walked with a 
lofty step at the thought that I should have so 
magnificent a slave. But the words of the mys- 
terious Egyptian still rang in my ears — still I 
shuddered and recoiled before this denunciation of 
the power and the secret I desired. And the 
voice of the Fire now addressed me (as I passed 
along the starry solitude) with a persuasive and 
sweet tone. " Shrink not, young Sage," it said, 
or rather sang, " from a power beyond that of 
which thy wisest ancestors ever dreamed — ^lose 
not thy valour at the drivelling whisper of age — 
when did ever age approve what youth desires? 
Thou art formed for the destiny which belongs 
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to royal hearts — the destiny courts thee. Why 
dost thou play the laggard?" 

*' Knowledge," said I, musingly, *'can never 
be productive of wo. If it be knowledge thou 
canst give me, I will not shrink." 

The Fire played cheerily to and fro. And from 
the midst of it there stepped forth a pale and sha- 
dowy form, of female shape and of exceeding 
beauty; her face was indeed of no living wanness, 
and the limbs were indistinct, and no roundness in 
their vapoury robes; but the features were lovely 
as a dream, and long yellow hair — glowing as 
sun-light fell adown her neck. << Thou wouldst 
pierce,'^ said she, " to the Principle of the World. 
Thou wouldst that thine eye should penetrate into 
my fair and most mystic dominion. But not yet; 
there is an ordeal to pass. To the Whole Knowledge 
thou must glide through the Imperfect ! " Then the 
female kissed my eyes, and vanished, and with it 
vanished also the Fire. 

Oh, beautiful! — Oh, wondrous! — Oh, divine! 
A scale had fallen from my sight — and a marvel- 
lous glory was called forth upon the face of earth. 
I saw millions and millions of spirits shooting to 
and fro athwart the air — spirits that my magic had 
yet never' descried — spirits'of rairfbow hues, and 
quivering with the joy that made their nature. 
Wherever I cast my eye, life upon life was visi- 
ble- Every blade of grass swarmed with worlds 
invisible to the naked eye — but performing with 
mimic regularity all the courses of the human 
lace; every grain of dust, every drop of water, 
was a universe — mapped into a thousand tribes, 
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all fulfilling the great destinies of Mortality— ^^ 
Love — ^Fear — Hope — Emulation — Avarice — Jea- 
lousy — ^War — Death. My eyes had been touched 
with a glorious charm. And even in that, whidi^ 
to the casual eye would have been a mute, and so- 
litary, and breathless hour, I was suddealy sum*— 
moned into a dazzling atmosphere of life — evciy^ 
atom a world. And, bending my eyes below, II 
saw, emerging from the tiny hollows of the earth ^ 
those fantastic and elfin shapes that have beecB. 
chiefly consecrated by your Northern Bards: fortt* 
they came, merrily — merrily — dancing in tho 
smooth sheen of the silent heavens, and chasioK 
the swift-winged creatures, that scarcely the gla^ 
of science can give to the eye. If all around w«* 
life, it was the life of enchantment and harmony 
— a subtle, pervading element of delight Speech 
left me for very joy, and I gazed, thrilled and 
breathless, around me — entered, as it were, into 
the Inner Temples of the Great System of the 
Universe. 

I looked round for the Fire — it was gone. I 
was alone amidst this new and. populous creation, 
and I stretched myself voluptuously beneath a tree, 
to sate myself with wonder. As a Poet in the 
height of his delirium, was my rapture — for my 
veins were filled with Poesy, which is Intoxica- 
tion — ^and my eyes had been touched with Poesy, 
which is the Creative Power — and the miracles 

before me were Poesy, which is the Enchanter^!, 
Wand. ;> 

Days passed, and the bright Demon which had 
so gifted me appeared not, nor yet did the spell 
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i^^se; but every hour, every moment, new mar- 
^^Isrose, I could not walk— I could not touch 
®^one or herb, without coming into a new realm 
utterly different from those I had yet seen, but 
dually filled with life — so that there was never a 
^nt of novelty; and had I been doomed to pass 
iBy whole existence upon three feet of earth, I 
might have spent that existence in. perpetual varie- 
ty — ^in unsatisfied and eternally new research. ^ — 
But most of all, when I sought Lyciah I felt the 
full gift -I possessed; for in conversing with her 
my sense penetrated to her heart, and I felt, as 
with a magnetic sympathy, moving through its 
transparent purity, the thoughts and emotions that 
were all my own. 

By degrees I longed, indeed, to make her a 
sharer in my discovered realms; for I now slow- 
ly began to feel the weariness of a conqueror who 
reigns alone-^none to share my power or partake 
the magnificence in which I dwelt 

One day, even in the midst of angelic things 
that floated blissfully round me — so that I heard 
the low melodies they hymned as they wheeled 
aloft — one day this pining, this sense of solitude 
in life — of satiety in glory — came on me. And 
I said, "But this is the imperfect state; why not 
enjoy the whole? Could I ascend to that high and 
empyreal Knowledge, to which this is but a step, 
doubtless this dissatisfied sentiment would vanish; 

f!ontent arises because there is something still 
attain; attain all, and disconteftt must cease. 
Bright Spirit,'' cried I aloud, " to whom I already 
owe so great a benefit, come to me now — why 
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hast thou left me? Come and complete thy gifts. 
I see yet only the wonders of the secret portions 
of the world — ^touch mine eyes that I may see tht 
cause of the wonders. I am surrounded with an 
air of life; let me pierce into the principle of that 
life. Bright Spirit, minister to thy servant!'^ 
Then I heard the sweet voice that had spoken in 
the Fire — but 1 saw not the Fire itself. And the 
voice said unto me — 

^< Son of the Wise Kings, I am here!'* 

*< I see thee not,'' said I. " Why hidest thou 
thy lustre?*' 

<* Thou scest the Half, and that very sight blinds 
thee to the Whole. This redundance and flow pf 
life gushes from me as from its source. When the 
mid-course of the River is seen, who sees also its 
distant spring? In thee, not myself, is the cause 
that thou beholdest me not. I am as I was when 
I bowed niy crest to thy feet; but thine eye« are 
not what then they were!" 

"Thou tellest me strange things, O Demon!" 
said I; "for why, when admitted to a clearer sight 
of things, should my eyes be darkened alon^ when 
they turn to thee?" 

" Does not all knowledge, save the one right 
knowledge, only lead men from the discovery of 
the Primal Causes. As Imagination may soar 
aloft, and find new worlds, yet lose the solid truth 
— so thou mayest rise into the regions of a preter- 
natural lore, yet recede darklier and darklierfrom 
the clew to Nature herself." 

I mused over the words of the Spirit, but their 
sense seemed dim. 
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^^ Canst thou not appear to me in thine old, wan, 
and undulating brightness?'' said I, after a pause. 

" Not until thine eyea receive power to behold 
me.*' 

*^ And when may I be worthy that power?'' 

<'When thou art thoroughly dissatisfied with 
thy present gifts." 
• « Dread Demon, I am so now I" 

^ Wilt thou pass from this pleasant state at a ha- 
zard^ — not knowing that which may ensue. Be- 
hold, all around thee is full of glory, and musical 
with joy ! Wilt thou abandon that state for a dark 
and perilous Unknown?" 

^' The Unknown is the passion of him who as- 
pires to know." 

<^ Pauses for it is a dread alternative," said the 
Invisible. 

^< My heart beats steadily. Come, — mine be the 
penalty of the desire!" 

" Thy wish is granted," said the Spirit. 

Then straightway a pang, quick, sharp, ago- 
nizing, shot through my heart. I felt the stream 
in my ^eins stand still, hardening into a congealed 
substance: my throat rattled; I struggled against the 
grasp of some iron power. A terrible sense of my 
own impotence seized me — my muscles refused — 
my will, my voice, fled — I was in the possession 
of some authority that had entered, and claimed, 
and usurped the citadel of mine own self. Then 
came a creeping of the flesh, a deadly sensation of 
ice and utter coldness; and, lastly, a blackness, 
deep and solid as a mass of rock, fell over the 
whole Earth — ^I had entered Death! 

13 
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From this state I was roused by the voice of the 
Demon. "Awake, look forth! — ^Thou hast thy 
desire! — Abide the penalty!" The darkness broke 
from the earth; the ice thawed from my veins; 
once more my senses were my servants. 

I looked, and behold I stood on the same spot, 
but how changed! The earth was one blue and~ 
crawling mass of puti*idity; its rich verdure, its 
lofty trees, its sublime mountains, its glancing 
waters, had all been the deceit of my previous 
blindness; the very green of the grass and the trees 
was rottenness, and the leaves (not each leaf one 
and inanimate as they seemed to the common eye) 
were composed of myriads of insects and puny 
reptiles, battened on the corruption from which 
they sprang. The waters swarmed with a leprous 
life — those beautiful shapes that I had seen in my 
late delusion were corrupt in their several parts, 
and from that corruption other creatures were ge-" 
nerated living upon them. Every breath of air 
was npt air, a thin and healthful fluid, but a wave 
of animalcule, poisonous and fetid; (for the Air 
is the Arch Corrupter, hence, all who lireathe 
die; it is the slow sure venom of Nature, per- 
vading and rotting all things;) the ligt^t of the 
heavens was the sickly, loathsome glare that 
steamed from the universal Death in Life. The 
/^iniest thing that moved — you beheld the decay 
moving through its veins, and that its corruption, 
unconscious to itself, engendered new tribes of 
life! The World was one dead carcass, from 
which every thing the World bore took its being. 
There was not such a thing as beauty ! — there was 
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not siich a thing as life that did not generate from 
its own corruption a loathsome life for others! I 
looked down upon myself, and saw that my very 
veins swarmed with a mote-like creation of ishapes, 
springing into hideous existence from mine own 
disease^ and mocking the Human Destiny with 
the same career of love, life, and death. Me- 
thought it must be a spell, that change of scene 
would change. I shut my eyes with a frantic hor- 
ror, and I fled, fast, fast, but blinded; and ever as I 
fled a low laugh rang in my ears, and I stopped not 
till I was at the feet of Lyciah, for she was my 
first involuntary thought. Whenever a care or 
fear possessed me, I had been wont to fly to her 
bosom, and charm my heart by the magic of her 
sweet voice. I was at the feet of Lyciah' — I 
clasped her knees — I looked up imploringly into 
her fa.ce— Spirit of my Fathers! the same curse at- 
tended me still! Her beauty was gone. There 
was no whole, — no one life in that Being whom I 
had so adored. Her life w^as composed of a mil- 
lion lives. Her stately shape, of atoms crumbling 
from each other, and so bringing about the ghast- 
ly state of corruption which reigned in all else 
around. Her delicate hues; her raven hair, her 
frygrant lips — Pah! — ^What, what was my agony! 
-^I turned from her again, — I shrank in loathing 
from her embrace, — I fled once more, — on — on. 
I ascended a mountain, and looked down on the 
various leprosies of Earth. Sternly I forced my- 
self to the tasl^; sternly I inhaled the knowledge 
I had sought; sternly I drank in the horrible pe- 
nalty I had dared. 
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•• Demon," I cried, " appear, and receive my 
curse ! " 

*< Lo, I am by thy side evermore," said the 
voice. Then I gazed, and saw the Fire was by 
my side; and I saw that it was the vivid light that 
the jaws of Rottenness emits; and in the midst of 
the light, which was as its shroud and garment, 
stood a Giant Shape — that was the shape of a 
Corpse that had been for months buried. I gazed 
upon the Demon with an appalled yet unqualing 
eye, and, as I gazed, I recognised in those ghastly 
lineaments a resemblance to the Female Spirit that 
had granted me the first fatal gift But exagge^ 
rated, enlarged, dead, — Beauty rotted inU? horror. 

^^ I am that which thou didst ask lo l§ee face to 
face. — I am the Principle of Life," 

^-^Of Lifef Out, horrible moelLer^ — ^ba0t thou 
no other name?" 
, << I have 1 and the other name is Corruption !" 

f * Bright Lamps of Heaven," I cried, lifting my 
eyes in anguish from the loathly Chamel of thQ 
Universal Earth; and is this^ which men call ' Nan 
ture,' is this the sole Prfiwlple of the World?** 

As I spoke, the huge carcass beneath my feet 
trembled. — ^And over the face of the Corpse be- 
side me there fell a fbar. And lo ! the heavens were 
lit up with a pure and glorious light, and from the 
midst of them there came forth a Voice; 'which 
rolled slowly over the whole face of the charnel 
earth, as the voice of thunder above the valley of 
the shepherd. " Such," said the Voice, " is Na^ 

TURE, IF THOU AOCBPTBST NaTURB AS THE FiRST 

Cause — such is the Uitiverse witpout a Gqb!^ 
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CHAPTER VIL 



The C^em Scene with Kosem Kesamim contiiiued — ^The {fi- 
|;Antic Apparition — ^It^ Dialpg^ with Koflem Kesamim — The 
Alternative offefed me — My Decision — The Invocation to 
Sl^p — ^The change of Scene — London once more — Com- 
parison between the Gaiety of London and that of Pari»-^ 
The former vindicjtted^-News — Elections — ^Theatres — Mr. 
Monck llason^ and his Opera — Applauded Mediocrity a sign 
of the Deg^radation of the Art in which it is displayed — Ex- 
cellence and Abuse of it inseparable — A Walk in tlie Streets 
— Oratorical Panegyric on Tendon — ^The Virtues of Oxford 
Street — YagriAta^ Wolves, and Vagabonds compared — Idle- 
neflfl, its good effects in the Established Church — Ministers 
and the Penny Magazine — ^Characters Skelched-r-Thc Msai 
whp h^s benefited by a Public School — ^The Generous Actrc ss 
— ^The faithful Lover, and the Wisdom of Faithful Love — 
My Vindication of the Happiness of the Passion— Asmodeus 
raplies by the Anecdote of the French Marquis— The Sus- 
ceptibility to Ennm is the true Secret of an Active Mind-^ 
]Plea9Urea envmerated, &c. 

The peculiar nature of my adventures under 
the auspices of Asmocjeus is well adapted to the 
desiultory manner in which their narrative appears, 
beini;, like the recital, constantly broken off, and 
changing from grave to gay, — from mystery to 
plain-dealing, — from the upper earth to it3 interior 
caverns," — with a rapidity which the lon^ intervals 
in my narrative — ^gap3 from month to month — 
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,tend to Boflten; — ^fatiguing^ may I trust, the reader 
somewhat less than they do the hero. 

It will be remembered that I left off at that part 
of the Tale of Kosem Kesamim when a yoiee from 
Heaven had idrawn the moral of Immortality from 
the terrors of Corruption. 

While I was all eager and breathless to hear the 
remainder o( this primeval and weird histcMry, iU 
thread was at this moment suddenly interrupted 
by a strange Apparition that appeared at the mouth 
of the cave. It was a female form, or rather like* 
ness of a form, of exceeding height The face was 
beautiful — ^but severe and fearful — and set, as it 
were, in a profound and death-like calm. It wore 
a pale, yet luminous diadem on its head, from 
which the locks, which were dark, parted in a 
regular and majestic flow. The diadem seemed 
wrought of light itself, inpalpable and tremulous, 
and as the face — ^stiU and inotionle^s in a stony 
repose-^lool:ed upon us, it recalled to me the 
images of those gigantic Sphinges whose likeness 
has outlived their worship; but yet the more did 
it recall to me some vague and inexpressible 
dreams, as of a countenance I had seen long years 
before, though not in my present state of exist- 
ence, — a memory faint and confused, retained by 
the soul from the wrecks of a former being. And 
the figure pf the female was not of flesh, but trans- 
parent and etherial, so that the moon shone 
through its mist-like robes as through a shadow. 
And a voice broke from the lips of the female, 
though they stirred not the while, and thus it 
said;-— 
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<< Mightiest of Earth^s Magicians! why rerealest 
thou my secrets without mine expressed consent? 
Am I not the keeper of all mysteries?— is not my 
bosom the storehouse of all dkrk things? Why 
draggest thou to day the wrecks that have mould- 
ered for ages in the dread Ocean, without homage 
done to me unto whom they belong?'^ 

^'0 Spirit of the Past!" answered Kosem 
Kesamim, ^^ whom now I see imbodied in this 
solitary and desert shore, where for forgotten cen- 
turies human footstep hath not trod — fit scene for 
thy echoless wanderings, — Spirit of the Past! 
forgive me if I have erred. But thou — unearthly 
and passionless— ^knowcst not the blessing felt by 
a human breast in confiding its memories to an- 
other.'* 

^' lliat,*' answered the Past, *Ms a poor and un- 
worthy sentiment, meet for the herd who share 
together their low sorrows and empty joys-^but 
not for the lone and comradeless Lord of Nature— > 
not for the Master of Magicians. But for thee, 
young Mortal, knowest thou that these secrets are 
the wages of death? None — save he by thy side 
. — ^he who hath conquered death — can learn them 
and live. Wherefore, beware how thou listenest, 
and driokest in with thine ear3 the poison of ex- 
istence.'' 

Then I looked eagerly on the Wizard, and me- 
thought he seemed confused by the words of the 
Spirit; and, after a moment's pause, he an^w^red — 

<• The Past speaketh truth. Oh, mortal! wilt 
thou be wise and die; or be jeus thy blin4e(} brpther- 
b.ood, and liv??*' 
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I etn assure thee, pleasant reader! that these 
words displeased me sorely; and I thought it 
mairellousljr unjust that tales which only send 
others to sleep, should consign me to the embracei 
of Sleep's less agreeable Sister. 

«<Kosem Kesamim,'' said I, very plainly, <<I 
am exceedingly glad thou, hast given me the op- 
tion before it was too late for a choice; and great 
is my obligation to this beautiful Lady for 'her 
timely announcement of the consequences of ac- 
quiring information. With your good leave, 
therefore, I will, for the present, decide upon 
ignoranoe and a reasonable length q£ liie — and 
when my youth is fairly gone, and the golden 
bowl of enjoyment runs low towards the dregs, I 
shall be very happy to reverse my choice-^rratid 
exchange the sunless days of old age for the Know- 
ledge thou canst bestow, — ^at present-^^Love-— Ad- 
venture — and Amusement, sufiBce for thy unambi- 
tious Servant*' 

<<Thou hast judged^s common men judge,'' 
answered Kesamim, coldly — but a ray of living 
fire flashed from his shadowy and indistinguishable 
features. ^< And thou hast shut against thyself the 
gates of my Domain." Then — lifting up bis arms 
— he continued in a low and exceedingly soft tone 
— << thou mystic and lulling Ether, that pervadest 
the World of Night — circumfusing the Earth with 
a secret and sweet power — from the core of the 
wearied flowers to the restless hearts of men, thy 
influence extends, — -arresting life only to renew 
it! Solemn and Holy Sleep, come hither — and 
lock within thy dewy and tender arms the soul of 
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thy subject here! For me — thou art not As 
the stream dashes on night and day — as the fire 
w^hich the Moon quells not in the breast of the 
Volcano — thy spirit hath no mastery over mine.'' 

As Kosem thus spoke, and while his last words 
thrilled like a distant song in ray ears, slumber 
came upon me. The cave, the Magician, faded 
from my view. I was alone with Sleep. 

I woke with a singular sense of feebleness and 
exhaustion, and turning my dizzy eyes — ^beheld 
the walls and furniture of my own chamber in 
London. Asmodeus was seated by my side, read- 
ing a Sunday Newspaper — his favourite reading. 

" Ah P^ aaid I, stretching myself with so great 
an earnestness, that 1 believed at first my stature 
had been increased by the malice of the Wizard, 
and that I stretched from one end of the room to 
the Other — <*Ah! dear Asmodeus, how pleasant 
it is to find myself on earth again ! After all, these 
romantic wonders only do for a short time. No- 
thing like London when one has been absent from 
St upon a Syntax search after the Picturesque!'' 

<^ London is, indeed, a charming place," said 
the Devils — «* all our fraternity are very fond of it 
— ^it is the custom for the Parisians to call it dull. 
What an instance of the vanity of patriotism — • 
there is vice enough in it to make any reasonable 
man cheerful." 

** Yes; the gaiety of Paris is really a (Illusion. 
How poor its shops — how paltry its eqqipagesrr^ 
how listless its orowdsr— compared with those of 
Londoi)! If it was only for the pain in walking 
th^ir ftccu^sed stones, sloping ^own to a river in 
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the middle of the street— all sense of idle eBjoy* 
ment would be spoilt But in London— 'the |\S 
hum, the stir, the din of Men' — the activity and 
flush of life every where — the brilliant shops— tiou^ 
various equipages — the signs of luxury, wealth, 
restlessness, that meet you on all sides — give .a 
much more heidthful and vigorous bound to the 
spirits, than the indolent loungers of the Tuileries, 
quelling a thrice-read French Paper which contains 
nothing, or sitting on chairs by the hour together, 
unwilling to stir because they have paid a. penny 
for the seat— ever enjoy. 0! if London would 
seem g^y after Paris, how much more so after a 
visit to the interior of the Earth. Apd what is 
the news, my Astnodeus?" 

« O, still the same — ^Elections every where. 
Men are choosing representatives of their good 
qualities— *viz., their fine opinions. What a pity 
they cannot choose representatives of their bad 
qualities— viz. their unprincipled actions.'' 

"And so they dO)" said I, very tartly. ^* The 
Tories do! (if what you told me, when I last saw 
you at Kosem Kesamim's, be true.) See them 
threatening here and bribing there. The Marquis 
of Salisbury turning out his tenants because they 
presume to dislike over-taxation — and Sir Roger 
Gresley assuring the world in an address that the 
sinews of war — id est, the corrupting exercise of 
extravagance— ^hall not be wanting to his return 
for Derbyshire. What are the Members returned 
by the Dukes of Newcastle and the Lords of Exe^ 
ter, but representatives not of Men's fine opinions, 
but their unprincipled actions?" 
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** t never dispute," — ^replied Asmodeus — "and 
} don't value myself on the truth of my state- 
ments — 'tis not the fashion below. Let us change 
the subject The Theatres have re-opened. Apro- 
pos of them — ^I will tell you a fine instance of the 
futility of human ambition. Mr. Monck Mason 
took the King's Theatre, saith Report — (which is 
the Creed of Devils) — in order to bring out an 
opera of his own, which Mr. Laporte, with a very 
uncourteous discretion, had thought fit to refuse. 
The Season passes — and Mr. Monck Mason has 
mined himself without being able to bring out his 
opera after all! What a type of speculation. A 
Speculator is one who puts a needle in a hay-stack, 
and then burns all his hay without finding the nee- 
dle. It is hard to pay too dear for one's whistle- 
but still more hard if one never plays a tune on 
the whistle one pays for. Still the world has lost 
a grand pleasure in not seeing damned an Opera 
written by the Manager of the Opera-House, — ^it 
would have been such a consolation to all the Re- 
jected Operatives — it would have been the pret- 
tiest hardship entailed on a great man ever since 
the time of that Speaker who was forced himself 
to put the question whether he had been guilty of 
bribery, and should be expelled the House, and 
had the pleasure of hearing the Ayes predominate. 
Jt me mile with the aflairs of the Theatre — they 
are in my diabolic province, you know. But if 
the stage be the fosterer of Vice, as you know it 
is saidy Vice just at this moment in England has 
very unattractive colours." 

" Ah, wait till we break the Monopoly. But 
even now have we not the * Hunchback?' " 
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<^ Yes; the incarnatioa of the golden medloerei 
a stronger proof, by the hyperbolic praise it rd* 
ceiveS) of the decline of the Drama than even the 
abundance of trash from which it gleams. Any 
thing at all decent from a new Dramatic Author 
will obtain success far more easily than much 
higher merit in another line) literary rivalship not 
haying yet been directed much towards the Stag^i 
there are not literary jealousies resolved and united 
against a Dramatist's as against a Poet's or a No- 
velist's success. Evei'y one can praise those pre- 
tensions> however huml^le, which do not interfere 
with his own.'' 

"It is very true; there is never any very great 
merit, at least, in a new Author, when you don't 
hear the abuse louder than the admiration. And 
now, Asmodeus, with your leave, I will prepaie 
for breakfast, and our morning's walk." 

<< 0, dear, dear London, dear even in October! 
Regent^street, I salute you ! — ^Bond-street, my good 
fellow, how are you? And you, beloved Oxford- 
street! whom the < Opium Eater' Called < stony- 
hearted,' and whom I, eating no opium, and speak- 
ing as I find, shall ever consider the most kindly 
and maternal of all streets — the street of the mid- 
dle classes— busy without uproar, wealthy without 
ostentation. Ah, the pretty ankles that trip along 
thy pavement! Ah, the odd country cousin-bon- 
nets that peer into thy windows, which are lined 
with cheap yellow shawls, price £1 4s. marked in 
the corner! Ah, the brisk young lawyers flocking 
from their quarters at the back of Holborn! Ah, 
the quiet old ladies, living in Duchess-street, and 
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Visiting thee with their eldest daughters in the hope 
of a bargain! Ah, the bumpkins from Norfolk 
just disgorged by the Bull and Mouth — the sol- 
diers — ^the milliners — ^the Frenchmen — the swin- 
dlers, the porters with four-post beds on their 
back, who add the excitement of danger to that of 
amusement! The various, shifting, motley group, 
that belong to Oxford-street, and Oxford-street 
alone. What thoroughfares equalthee in variety 
of human specimens! in the choice of objects, for 
remark, satire, admiration! Beside thee, other 
streets seem chalked out for a sect, — narrow-mind»- 
od and devoted to a coterie. Thou alone art Ca- 
tholic — all receiving. Regent-street belongs to 
foreigners, cigars, and ladies in red silk, whose 
characters are above scandal. Bond-street belongs 
to dandies and picture-buyers. St. James' to club^ 
loungers, and young men in the Guards, with mus^* 
tachios properly blackened by the cire of Mr. Del- 
croix; but thou, Oxford-street, what class can es- 
pecially claim thee as its own? Thou mockest at 
oligarchies; thou knowest nothing of select orders! 
Thou art liberal as air — a chartered Libertine; ac- 
cepting the homage of all, and retaining the stamp 
of none. And to call Ihee stony-hearted!— cer- 
tainly thou art so to Beggars — to people who have 
not the wherewithal; but thou wouldst not be 
so respectable if thou wert not capable of a certain 
reserve to paupers. Thou art civil enough, in all 
conscience, to those who have a shilling in their 
pocket; — those who have not, why do they live 
at all?'' 
** Thaf s not exactly what surprises rae," said 
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Asmodeus ; — " I don't wonder why they live, btif 
where they live: for I perceive Boards in every 
Parish proclaiming that no Vagraiit — that is, no 
person who is too poor to pay for his lodging — will 
be permitted to stay there." Where then does he 
stay? — every Parish unites against him — not a 
spot of ground is lawful for him to stand on. At 
length he is passed on lo his own parish; the 
meaning of which is, that, not finding a decent 
livelihood in one place, the laws prevent his seek- 
ing it at any other. By the way, it would not be 
a bad plan to substitute a Vagrant for a Fox, and 
to hunt him regularly, you might hunt him with a 
pack of respectable persons, belonging to the mid- 
dle class, and eat him when he's caught. That 
would be the shortest way to get rid of the race. 
Yon might proclaim a reward for every Vagrant's 
head: it would gain the King more honour with 
the rate-payers than clearing the country of 
wolves won to his predecessor. What wolf eats 
so much as a Beggar? What wolf so troublesome, 
so famished, and so good for nothing? People are 
quite right in judging a man's virtue by his wealth; 
for when a man has not a shilling he soon grows a 
rogue. He must live on his wits, and a man's wits 
have no conscience when his stomach is empty* 
We are all very poor in Hell — very; if we were 
rich, Satan says, justly, that we should become 
idle. That's the reason, you know, according to 
Hume, that an Established Church is idle; you 
feed it up to the chin that it may go to sleep and' 
do no mischief." 

" None of your « Slaps at the Church,' or the 
Publishers of the * Penny Magazine' will be at you.'»- 
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■^^No; my 'slaps' give no information; their 
truth is too stale: but what a very droll thing it' 
is in your Minisrtiers to take up all other people for 
publishing a penny paper, and then to set ffp a 
penny paper themselves. One would think they 
were booksellers, and wanted the monopoly in the 
way of trade. They cry stinking fish, that they 
may hawk about their own haddock without ri- 
vairy: they'll sell cheese and candles next on the 
same principle. But a truce to general observa- 
tions, let us become personal. You see," conti- 
nued Asmodeus, " that elderly gentleman crossing, 
with so musing an air, into Vere-street; his eyes 
bent on the ground, and his lips muttering as he 
goes. What think you, he is meditating? — ^No! 
you can never guess. He is an example of the 
education of a public school carried to its height, 
in order that you may then fairly judge of its uti- 
lity in after life. In a word, that elderly Gentle- 
man is making Latin Verses. It is the study, the 
occupation, the delight of his existence. His rflind 
feeds upon longs and shorts, and never commits a 
greater inconstancy from its mistress than attempt- 
ing a flirtation with Sapphics, or a tempting Al- 
caic. Ever since he left school he has so employed 
himself. He has large estates; he is of ancient 
birth. What are these to him? he knows nothing 
of the * grata arva,^ except in an elegy, nor of the 
^, verier ahile nomen^ except as a very tag-ending, to 
be found in the Gradus. Immediately after break- 
fest he retires to his Library, and begins, perhaps, 
a Latin Epistle in imitation of Ovid; he corrects 
it iu his walks, and copies it out fair after dinner. 
.Business; pleasure, the pelting of the pitiless *Re- 
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form,' the Bank Committee, the East India Char- 
ter, the indignation of the planters at robbing 
them of the fellow-creatures whom they have 
bought and paid for, break not on bis dignified re- 
pose. New books he sneers at with a sarcastic '{ 
quotation: he has heard of Scott, and has put him 
in a Poem in the vocative case of Scotus. Bjtod 
he considers unclassical, the rest of Authorship is a 
World unknown — ^ Shadows, clouds and darkness 
rest upon it.' 

** If he had not been educated to this 4enor of 
the mind,' you would say he was a monomaniac, 
and would hint at the skill of Sir Greorge' TuthilL 
But how, as it is, can you blame him? nay, yoa 
roust admire, you must revere. He is one among 
the few who fulfil, to the letter, the classical ob- 
jects of your Universal Education. He was taught 
as a boy that Latin verses were the end and aic^ 
of human ambition, — he believes as a man wh^^ 
he was taught as a boy. Is not this exactly wha* 
education ought to accomplish? — to continU^ 
through maturity the stuidies of youth.! Assured'^ 
ly! — if the education of- a Public School does no^ 
make a man write Latin verses all his life, it be^ 
lies itself, and teaches nothing. Excellent old gen--^ 
tlemauy — what a noble employment for a man oC 
his years ! With sucb an ear for a false quantity^ 
his opinions must needs be prodigiously sound. 
What a pity that you have not more like him — 
and that your matured Etonians prefer deriving 
no profit at all from their education, than to study 
the useful art of linking dactyls and spondees — 

«£rgo hominum genus incassum frustnque laboret— ^ 
Semper^ et in curis consuinit inaiubus 9x\mu!' *^^ 
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** Why, what is this, Asmodeus?— only think of 
the Devil railing at verses, and quoting Lucretius !" 

" Lucretius ! Oh, he is our legitimate property ! 
— the Monks consigned him to us Joilg ago — be- 
cause, being a Heathen, who wrote some sixty 
years before Christ, he did not write like a Chris- 
tian. We have him below — safe and sound — a 
present from *The Fathers.' But now turn to that 
handsome Lady of a certain age — she in the gray 
yik gown — who moves along with so jaunty and 
careless an air, — that is a lady who committed a 
very singular action. As there are persons with 
one idea — she is a person of one action. She is 
an actress of talent; a young gentleman, just of 
age, fell id love with her some years since. He 
went about asserting that she was the most virtu- 
ous, and, therefore, I need not add, the most ca- 
lumniated woman in the world. Pleased, perhaps, 
with the youth and inexperience of her lover, the 
Actress resolved to prove herself deserving of the 
good opinion of her which he had thus innocently 
formed. She refused him, therefore, all connexion 
save that of the purest friendship; but, neverthe- 
less, she did not scruple to* receive the most splen- 
did jewels — ^bank-notes — a house in town — car- 
riage, &c. Alarmed at the news of this expen- 
sive connexion, the parents of this gentleman (he 
had inherited his property from an uncle) hurry 
to town — they endeavour to open his eyesi — they 
fail. The lady opens them herself. Among his 
other imprudences, our young heir takes to races 
and gambling. He becomes seriously embarrassed 
— ruin stares him in the face — he throws his af- 

13^ 
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fairs into the bands of his guardians in despaiK 
At this time be receives the following letter from 
the Actress: — 

* My dear young Friend^ — I have been charmed 
with your inexperience, and I am now about to 
give you wisdom. I am all that the world says I 
am, and what you assert I am not. But I am 
agreeable, good-natured, and generous, as a set-off 
to my errors, and to my greatest error of all — my 
approach to my thirty-fifth year. Your relatior^ 
are angry — ^your property is involved — you want 
money — and your guardians are cursing the artful 
minx on whom you lavished so much; I drop them 
my best stage courtesy for their good opinion. Ac- 
companying this, you will receive all the jewels 
you have ever given me — the deeds of the house 
— all the bank-notes, carefully pinned together, in 
a blue gilk bag, of which I make you a present 
The carriage only I keep, because I don't well 
see how in a gcntlcrnanlike manner you could 
take it back again. Don't be ashamed of re- 
ceiving these. I only took them as a loan, laugh- 
ing in my sleeve at you all the time, and because 
I knew that if your young feelings did not exhaust 
their folly upon me they would on somebody less 
disinterested. The time has now arrived when 
you want these trifles; there they are; if I kept 
them it would be like taking goods under fake pre- 
tences. You gave them, believing me the reverse 
of what I am. Adieu ! I would ask you to come 
and see me in my new part— but I think we had 
better separate for a year or two. Go abroad* 
Weavcn bless you. 

* Yours, &c. '-' ^ 
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" Did the young gentleman take back the effects'?" 

" He took the letter to his father to show him 

bow wrongly he had abused the Actress — and the 

father working on his vanity made him see what 

a fool he had been. No, the son did not retain the 

presents, but the father did, and wrote the Actress 

a very polite letter of thanks. The young man 

went abroad, and is probably bj this time as wise 

and as avaricious as his elders. You see how well 

on rare occasions a bad person can behave. It 

was vanity that made this woman love the tclat of 

seeming disinterested — and the very fact of being 

esteemed made her capable of being worthy of 

it. . . . But we have wandered too far up 

the street for characters, — we are just by Holborn 

— the shoal is lower down.^^ 

**Nay," said I, " look -yonder; you see that thin, 
handsomish gentleman — in the blue coat — there is 
something remarkably pensive in his appearance. 
What and who is he?'* 

"A man who has just discovered that all the 
thoughts, hopes, and dreams of his youth were a 
delusion. He fell in love at twenty-three — the or- 
thodox male age for the passion. His beloved was 
beautiA.ll and devoted — they were exceedingly 
poor — they could not marry. He went to India ; 
for fifteen years he toiled — he slaved — he braved 
the climate — he made money — and refusing all 
pleasure — denying himself all expense, he remnined 
for ever faithful to his mistress, for ever pondering 
over her image. He returns to England — he ha:^^ 

tens to his long-loved Isabel — he finds her " 

•'•Dead?" 
'"Ho, indeed!" 
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" Married?" 

" Much worse than either. AUve and nngle^ 
and not 80 much changed hy Time as he might 
reasonably have expected. He is enchanted^ he V 
proposes, he marries, and finds his ideal of his 
dreams, the goddess of his youth, a cross fiery 
shrew, who leads him the life of a dog. So much 
for the sense of early attachments, and the wisdom 
of undying constancy ; and yet you poetical mor- 
tals will go on preaching up the beautiful notion 
of two people who know nothing of each other, 
except that they are young, fond, and handsome, 
moping away their better days, in order to obtain 
at last that disappointment which^ in nine cases 
out of ten, will follow their marriage — as it fol- 
lows the marriage of much wiser people than they." 

" Ah ! Asmodeus," said I, " rail not at the mys- 
teries of the divine passion. Constancy has great 
charms, very great, especially in one's mistress to 
oneself. Vice versa, it is certainly attended with 
ennui. But to tell you the truth, Asmodeus, I am 
inclined to believe, that, notwithstanding all its 
delusions and deceits, a real honest and passionate 
love, if one could possibly procure such a thing, 
does more to dissipate the time agreeably than at 
least any other innocent amusement,''^ 

" It was under the same idea," said Asmodeus^ 
"that a friend of mine, a French Marquis, ac- 
cepted the invitation of a Provincial Noble, who 
had a large family of grown-up daughters — mind 
that! — to spend some time at his country-house. 
The JVIarquis was known to be one of the most 
fastidious and difficult of the metropolitan elegants. 
His host, when they were travelling down together, 
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began to consider with himse^liow his guest was 

to be amused. 

* We have excellent fishing in our river,' said 

I169 ' and of a warm day we'll make partiesi and 
while we bgat on the river, tents shall be spread 
Sot us, aodrefreshments prej>arcd among the woods. 
Quite a Boccaccio scene it will be I' 

* Ah! excuse me,' said the Marquis with a shi- 
ver, *^ I never fish. Boating and tents! Oh ! you 
little know my delicate constitution.' 

' You hunt, at least, Marquis?' 

* Never!' was the emphatic reply. 

* Shoot V 

* Shoot — ^Nol moncher,^ 

* Play at billiards?' 
'Not a stroke!' 

* At cards?' 

* Never touch them!' 

* Well, well,' said the host, considerably alarmed 
— * thank heaven, we have an excellent library.' 

' Library ! Do 1 look like a man who reads books?' 

* What then, will you do to amuse yourself?' 

* I, my dear friend ? Oh, don't trouble yourself 
about me. I shall give myself up altogether to se- 

ductimP'' 

" Agreeable intelligence to a pere de famiUe. 
But, seriously, I have a great mind to fall in love. 
* If you were half such a devil as Mephistopheles, 
you would find me out some gentle Margaret or 
another, beautiful, amiable — a sort of thing one 
could marry!' 

" Marry ! What are you about ? Can you me-» 
ditate such a design ?" 

<« Why not?" 
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" Oh ! there, then, we part for ever. Mairiage 

either gets rid of your deVils by the presence of 
an angel — e-hem ! there's a pretty play upon words 

— or else it supplies their place with one whose 

name is Legion." 

"Pooh! — nonsense! None of your old cant 
maxims about marriage. I know them all by 
heart — either the extreme of misery or bliss!— as 
if life had any extremes at all for more than a 
quarter of an hour together. Depend upon it, 
marriage is nothing one way or the other — as they 
say of a parrot's life in a cage — when one's used 
to it. Therefore, oh Devil ! I give you fair no- 
tice that I intend to fall in love; and I expect, 
through your aid, to have some very wild and pi- 
quant adventures in the course of my folly.'' 

Asmodeus bow6d ; and , as we were now in Re- 
gent Street, stepped into Verey's for a glass of 
ice. I followed his exainple. 

I know not how it is, mi my frame is one pecu- 
liarly susceptible to ennui. There's no man so 
instantaneously bored. What activity does this 
singular constitution in all cases produce! All 
who are sensitive to ennui do eight times the 
work of a sleek, contented man. Any thing but 
a large chair by the fire-side, and a family circle! 
Ob! the bore of going every day over the same 
exhausted subjects, to the same dull persons of re- 
spectability; yet that is the doom of all domesti- 
city. Then pleasure! A wretched play — a hot 
opera, under the ghostly fathership of Mr. Monck 
Mason — a dinner of sixteen, with such silence or 
such conversation ! — a water-party to Richmond, 
vto catch cold and drink bad sauterne — ft flirtatioiv 
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Mnrhich fills all your friends with alarm, and your 
writing-desk with love-letters you don't like to 
burn, and are afraid of being seen; nay, published,, 
perhaps, one fine day, that you may go by some 
d— d pet name ever afterwards I — hunting in a 
thick mist — shooting in furze bushes, that ** feel- 
ingly persuade you what you are " — *^ the bowl," 
as *lhe poets call the bottles of daret that never 
warm you, but whose thin stream, like the im- 
mortal river,— 

** Flows, and as it flows, for ever may flow on;" 

or the*Port that warms you, indeed; yes, into a 
bilious headache and low fever. Yet all these 
things are pleasures! — part of social enjoyment! 
They fill out the corners of the grand world — they 
inspire the minor's dreams — they pour crowds 
into St James', Doctors' Comnvons, and Melton 

Mowbray — they Oh! confound them all! — it 

bores one to write about them. 

Only just returned to London, and, after so 
bright a panegyric on it, I already weary of the 
variety of its sameness. Shall I not risk the fate 
of Faust, and fall in love — ponderously and bona 
fide? Or shall I go among the shades of the de- 
ceased, and amuse myself with chatting to Dido 
and Julius Caesar? Verily, reader, I leave you 
for the present to guess my determination. You 
see the courage I have displayed, and the coun- 
tries I have visited, towards dispelling ennui. You 
may say that I could have chosen a more respect- 
able companion than a Devil. My dear sir, — not 
if I had chosen from the higher classes, I assure;; 
you. 
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CHAPTER VIIL 



Leisure — ^Montaigne's Chancteiv^An Egotistical Reverie-— tlie 
Tacitus— The Pindar— l!1ie Apollo's Soi^-^The Bon Ifltil* 
da, and the Plato of— Tes Kkxpsau! ! !^Scotf a ifn—npM^ 
The Duke of Bucdeugh's Delicacy-^New E^tion of "Bf- 
ion — ^The Supplements to the SpectatDr--^The Bmniatic 
Ck>minittee — ^The Censof^— Political Allusiona on the Stagey 
their Expediency cooaidered — Should Theatieabe flwiiBi tV 
—Mis. Hall's Buccaneer— The Westnunster £lectk»-^lfe 
D'Israeli and Colonel Grey. 

Literary ease! — what a sentiment of happi- 
ness — what a sense of quiet, of deep, of virtuous 
enjoyment is conveyed in that expresaion! — ^How 
many classical recollections thtx>ng around us, 
when we recall, in that one phrase, the otium and 
the dignitas of the wise of old ! — ^Tivoli crowded 
with its white retreats — ^Baias and its Fountains—^ 
the Villa of Cicero-— the Gardens of Pliny— *the 
magnificent Palace of LucuUus, equally learned 
and voluptuous. Nor, for my own part, can I ever 
chew the cud of that delightful phrase without e8> 
pecially bringing to my mind's eye a certain ah* 
tique and venerable chamber in one of the gray 
Chateaux of Per/^orc^,— crowded with a medlqr 
of well-worn volumes — and the light that enters 
from one high window resting on the comely front 
of the Lord of Montaigne. That most persuasive 
gossip, who, among Essayists, is what Le Sage was 
among Novelists — wisest while most trifling-^nd 
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most brilliant when most at ease — seems, to my 
fancy, to have enjoyed the very ideal of a life of 
literary leisure. He had seen enough of the ac- 
tual world to be contented with retirement; and 
his natural disposition, so remote from the dread 
hypochoDdriasm customary to men of letters, made 
Solitude the nurse no less of cheerful than of pro- 
found thoughts; the philosophy of a Happy Tem- 
per smoothed the pillow of disease, and kept — if 
I may use the term — the mental as the bodily 
veins, in a healthful and lively flow, so that he 
drank in the blessings of leisure without its ennui: 
and study never wearied him with a sense of its 
futility — nor solitude with that of its vegetative 
sameness. It has been my lot to cultivate let- 
ters from my earliest youth; but I have never at- 
tained to the leisure and the calm which should 
belong to the pursuit. At fits and starts I' have 
heaped together what learning I possess; and, par- 
don me the vanity, before I was twenty, the ela- 
borate Parr esteemed my correspondence as that 
of no ordinary bookman — but the wheel at my 
heart always forbade me rest — and the Passions 
hurried me from books to men — from study to 
pleasure — from contemplation to action — with so 
fierce and restless an alternation, that the life of 
ease — ^which I still covet — ^I have never, save at 
hasty and brief intervals, enjoyed. Sometimes, 
indeed, I charm myself with pictures of a future 
never likely to be mine — and imagine, that when 
the last days of my youth are over, and that tranquil 
period in which the Autumn of Life steals over its 
hot and laborious summer has cooled the pulses 

14 



156 ASMODlCOB AT LARGE. 

which DOW beat too wildly for repose, some quiet 
retreat^he rura et silcntium — among old books 
and grceb fields — may afford me the Utopia and 
the Euthanasia of literary life. Then, too, I charm 
myself with the hope of weaving slowly, and 
as a luxury, not a task, some such work^as the 
world shall not willingly let die, and which may 
bind my name to something more solid than those 
reeds blown to and fro by the breath of popular 
opinion, which, as yet, are the only witness of 
what I am. But, as I have said, the chances are 
that such a future never will be reserved for frui- 
tion; my mind has exhausted my body, prema- 
turely ; and the grave, perhaps, already yawns for 
its prey; but the spirit that is within me will quail 
not to the last, — and the despondency of the nerves 
shall not dim the hope of the soul. the bri^t 
poiVer of endurance that the Great Heart can 
evoke from its own wrecks ! Wisely did the an- 
cients build up a temple to Fortitude — ^wisely has 
the Poet told uj 



" To bear is to amquer our fate." 

Without courage there is no virtue — ^with courage 
we are the emperors of earth — and trample^ with 
an angel's hope, upon the fiends of bell — 

•« Rex est qui metuit nihil; 
£x hoc Return mbi quisque dat!'^* 

If it has not often been my fate to take long 
draughts of that Pierian ease, which is the ordina- 
ry nectar of many of the cultivators of letters, the 
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rareness of the luxury makes, perhaps, its excess; 
and now (as Asmodcus leaves me to m jself, to pur- 
sue his own avocations in thQ fertile province of 
Amorous Intrigue; [which constitutes his proper 
domain,] marrying some and divorcing others) 
among my books and papers, " I crop my flowery 
food.** I love, in these moments of literary relaxa- 
tion, to blend every kind and order of literary 
work; through novels, essays, philosophy, politics, 
newspapers, pamphlets, annuals, I eat my way. 

" All in a lonely study, 

Where books arfe in great plenty, 
A scholar can devour 
More sense in an hour 
Than Brougham can talk in twenty. 

In books of geography 

,He makes the maps to flutter; 
A liver or a sea 
Are to him a dish of tea. 

And a kingdom bread-and-butter."-|- 

But above all my recent reading, commend mc 
to that manual of the magnates that horn-book of 
the high-*bred, which is bound in red silk, and 
styled "The Keepsake." I had just made the 
above exclamation when my friend M en- 
tered. Now, M is what is called a man of 

society. He is a table wit, and an oral critic, but 
he never writes. He is too clever for print, all his 
essence evaporates after the moment. 

" I agree with you," said he; " commend me to 
*The Keepsake.' It is admirable; the benevo- 
lence of the design is alone sufficient to render it 

f Shenstonc. 
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immortaL What a noble idea, Co think of a Dur- 
serj for the baby intellects of the Peerage ! It is 
a great institution of charity for the paupers in 
mind. It is a sort of copy-book for grown-up mas- 
ters and misses to write sentences in." 

" Nonsense," said I—" you are satirical I 
praise ' The Keepsake' iu sober earnest It has, in 
the first place, a Tacitus in Lord Dover. The 
Tacitus of * The Keepsake !' — a pretty phrase^ is 
it not ? Its leading article^ unlike the trashy tales 
of other annuals, is an historical sketch. How 
profound ! The pretty dears like to be instructed 
as well as amused. The grown-up children are 
as good and as precise, you see, as Miss Edge- 
worth's real ones, who always seemed to me to be 
made of wood. I fancy them sitting down after 
breakfast, with their chins on their hands, and 
commencing the leading article — * Vicissitudes in 
the life of a Princess of the House of Brunswick^ 
by Lord Dover.' " 
" M . « The style of that article?** 

A . "Is incomparable — I allow it Such 

an aristocratic ease — so utterly unlike the Englidi 
which people take pains with. Observe, for in- 
stance : — * It was to her {the Countess Koningsmarks) 
assistance that the Princess principally owed her 
escape. SAe collected for her whatever of money 
and of jewels could be found in the palace ; gavk 
her an old and trust-worthy man-servant of her 
owTif who spoke French and German^ to accompa- 
ny Aer, and one of her own femmes de chawhre^ 
Now, pray, observe the agreeable confusion of 
those hers — evidently meant on purpose to exer- 
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else the attention of the reader — a sort of intellec- 
tual puzzle for the drawing-room — a kind of emu- 
lative rival to — 

* If Tom's father is John's son, 
MThat relation is Tom to John.^' 

" Then, too, mark the noble indifference to com- 
mon people with which the historian announces 
that the Countess givoe the Princess her servant — 
an absolute present — like a horse or a caliche. 
Gave! — Oh! the happy expression! But what 
did she give ? — there's the master-stroke. A ser- 
vant? — Yes! you or I would have said a servant 
— Lord Dover says emphatically, a 77ui7t-servant. 
This is worthy the phraseology of Mr. Lister. 1 
should think the author of ^ Arlington' said man- 
servant. Oh, what a butler is here undone bv 
being a Lord and an historian !" 

M . Turning over another page. " But lo ! 

an instance of brevity in the Tacitus of * The 
Keepsake ' surpassing that of Tacitus of the an- 
nuals. ' He proposed, at the same time, to the 
Chevalier, to unite his fortune with theirs in the 
undertaking. D'Aubant accepted (?) with readi- 
ness, joined his funds, &c.' Accepted? — accepted 
what ? There is something delicious in this super- 
cilious omission of the substantive — in this haughty 
disregard for the King's English and the subject's 
comprehension. None of your Gibbonian super- 
fluity of words with Lord Dover! ' He accepts 
with readiness,' and leaves you to determine whe- 
ther it is an invitation to dinner, or a proposition 
for destroying puppy dogs." 

14» 
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A . "The Tacitus of 'The Keepsake' is 

immediately succeeded by its Pindar — the Uodgot- 
able Henry Liddell — a gentleman who, inspired by 
the Olympic Game — ^Anglice grouse — ^bursts forth 
into a dithy rambic upon the moors : — 

* The moors — ^the moors — ^the boraiy brown moors.' 

This inspired poet — the Bard of the Double-Bap 
rel — ^is, like his immortal model, very much given 
to that boldness of phrase which usually contra- 
dicts in the end of the verse the assertion of the 
beginning. For instance, he inquires with a 
striking enthusiasm, — 

* Olij know yc the region in spring more fiur. 
Than the banks and the glens of the moorland bare?' 

Now, if it have banks and glens, how comes it 
bare ? How ? — why, because the last word in the 
verse before it was * fair !' The Honourable 
Henry Liddell is a very joyous poet — cheerful as 
Homer — but as he proceeds he grows mighty pa- 
thetic. The Duke of Atho), with whom he used to 
dine, is dead: — 

* And the coronach rings on the mountains of Blair, 
For the lord of the woods and tlie moorlands bare.* 

Just observe how thoroughly in keeping with the 
sporting genius of the Honourable Henry Liddell 
is the cause of his sorrow. It is so like a younger 
brother to mourn for the loss of the nobleman who 
cooked his grouse for him. Such are the grand 
emotions which agitate the soul of the Pindar of 
< The Keepsake.' But the Pindar of < The Keep- 
j5ake ' has a rival in the Honourable John Hobarl 
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Cradock, who lately, to the astonishment of the 
world, elongated that melodious name into Cara* 
doc. A minstrel in ^The Court Journal' informs 
us that the said Honourable John 



< Apollo's son in form and lute.' 

Apollo's son thus emulates his sire: — 

« Then, rouse, ye youths! 'tis joy, noi labour. 
To hurl a lance and wield a tabre,* 

Apollo must be proud of such an heir to his lyre !" 

31' . " But not contented with the laity of 

genius, the presiding spirit of the Work has in- 
voked also the muse of the hierarchy, and rejoiceth 
mightily in the minstrelsy of Archdeacon Spencer. 
The Tacitus, the Pindar, Hhe Apollo's son in 
form and lute,' — all shrink before this Reverend 
Rosa Matilda of ' The Keepsake.' Ilarkl 

•* Where the consecrated willow 

Graceful shades the floweiy shore. 
And the sound of distant billow 
Gtntly steals from Ocean's toot" 

There (viz., in the Archdeacon's * heart of 
hearts,') 

<* There the eye whose partial blindness 
Could no wayward faults perceive; 
There the voice of answering kindness 
Still in fadekas image, live." 

The fadeless image of a voice! Well done, Arcb* 
deacon. But enough — 

« On the Rose's flushing bosom 

Warm th^ setting sun-beams play^ 
On the violef s kindred blowom 
Fonder stUl the lights delay." 
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<< Who shall laugh at the Church now? Who 
shall say its Archdeacons are not men of solid in- 
tellect and sound doctrine? Every line of the 
Archdeacon Spencer is a rap on the knuckles of 
the Radicals. The Honourable Grantley Berkely 
is not less diverting than his fellow-labourers. He 
favours us with a moral tale of ^seduction — it 
really is quite delightful to see the Aristocracy, 
poor creatures, — so good, and so industrious. 
He informs us of a woodcutting poacher, whom 
** a wholesome punishment given in strict justice, 
not only reformed in his manner of life, but caused 
in him such a distaste to the company of the mise- 
rable and disgusting objects with whom it was his 
lot to be confined," &c. This is a prodigiously 
fine remark — quite original — and proves the pro- 
priety of shutting up'young offenders with misera- 
ble and disgusting objects. Why does not the Hon. 
Grantley Berkely favour us with hints upon prison 
discipline, and the tendency of corrupt company 
to reform young woodcutters. It would be novel 
at least But perhaps the Honourable Grantley 
Berkely is only profound by fits — poetry is 
evidently his forte — witness — '^ The less birds 
had long ceased their summer song, and were seen 
flocking together in search of the ripening berry 
that peeped in tempting luxury between the va- 
rying and many coloured leaves, which like the 
vest on the bosom of beauty ^ were about to be 
withdrawn on the gentle sigh of the waving 
wind approaching like a welcome lover P^ All this 
is undeniably fine! there is a simple grandeur — a — 
a — dije ne scat quoi about it, that convinces one that 



ASMODEUS AT LARGE. 165 

Uie Honourable GrantleyBerkely is the Plato of 
< The Keepsake.' '* 

M' , " Seriously — it is worth some critic's 

while to single out this Annual from its fellow, be- 
cause it is one with a peculiar ambition — the ambi- 
tion of having lord and lady contributors: it insults 
the Public by supposing they value trash by Ho- 
nourable Henries; it sprouts forth into yearly in- 
eptitude, and attempts to bring silliness into a solar 
system. So much for the ^Icon Lordfannieke P '* 

•/^ , *^ What think you of the design of 

perpetuating Abbotsford to Sir Walter's family, as 
being the best monument to himself?" 

M- . " Why, it smells of the Aristocracy 

who managed the Committee, and are always for 
'entails.' It is a plan open to objections. In 
the first place, the hereditary transmission of the 
house is no monument at all to Scott: pilgrims 
would resort to Abbotsford equally whether in the 
possession of his children or that of strangers. 
In the second place, if, by a special act of the 
LfCgislature, the house is always to go to the heir- 
male with only its inadequate estate, it is likely, 
some years hence, to be an incumbrance rather 
than a blessing. Thirdly, — There is something 
offensive in the principle of sanctifying the worst 
of all laws — that of rigid entail — by one popular 
instance. Rewards to public men should not par- 
take of the nature of family benefits, especially 
where the son, who receives the honour, is not 
publicly distinguished by a single one of the qua- 
lities of the father, for whose virtues or talents 
—not for whose name — they ought to be de- 
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aigned. These reasons make me waver as toHhe 
m«*its of the plan, (although, by the way, my name 
is included in the list of the committee;) and tbe 
only reflection that combats them is the feeling that 
poor Scott himself would have felt the project as 
the most acceptable homage to his genius. — ^But 
H propos of the monument. How good in the Duke 
of Buccleugh to excuse the amount of his donation 
by saying, it is exactly because he is rich that it 
would be bad taste in him to be liberal! * Onlr 

w 

think/ "be says, ' if I were to outdo the rest of the 
Peers, would not that be monstrous improper 1' So 
that his Grace is a niggard merely out of niotiv,e8 
of delicacy r 

A . " What a beautiful edition of Byron 

this is of Murray's 1 It has only one fault — it con- 
tains too much. Tbe beauty of the small poems, 
which used to be so conspicuous in the old editions, 
is quite drowned in the little rivulets of trash which 
have been poured into the present. Every thing, 
that Bjron would most cautiously have banished 
has been most carefully inserted; and the best 
joke in the world is, that Mr. Lockhart — (at least 
I suppose it is that gentleman, — his pardon if 1 
wrong him) — says, with a sanctimonious air, — (on 
inserting those beautiful and most characteristic 
lines by Lord Byron, ' On hearing that his wife 
was ill,' which are given in Lady Blessington's 
'Conversations,')-^— that, forsooth, < having recently 
found their way into circulation, he (we) must in- 
clude them, though mth reluctance^ in this collec- 
tion.' Why, what a puling piece of nonsense is 
this! < Reluctance r-^when the man's running 
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into every hole and corner to pick up every dirty, 
thrown-away sbrap of Byron's writing, whether 
intended for publication or not, — ^whether worthy 
of publication or not, not a line of the most despi- 
cable doggerel has escaped him. And he prates 
of ' reluctance ' about .one, not only of the best of 
Byron's minor poems, but one which, affecting, as 
the editor of this edition ostentatiously does, to il- 
lustrate Byron's disposition and feelings, it would 
have been a most unpardonable omission not to 

- have inserted: but the fact is, that Murray and 
hm clique consider poor Byron their own property; 
and if any one else touches him, they start up, and 
cry 'sacrilege I' Thus do ordinary men trade upon 
great ones." 

M' , <* I see on your table two Supplements 

which <The Spectator' has published^ one on < the 
Working of the House of Commons,'* the other 
on * Public Expenditure.' t What admirable do- 
cuments they are! The first gives a most luminous 
survey of the internal working of the representa- 
tive assembly — of its functions, and machinery — 
of its committees, forms, hours of sitting, &c It 
contains a table showing the entire transactions of 
the last Session; it displays in the closest and most 

"^ mast^ly manner, the obtructions and delays of 
the present system, and suggests remedies well 
worthy of attention, and containing at least the 
principle and germ of a sound reform. The mass 
of information, the industry, the intelligence, the 

* F(ff the week ending September 29t]i. 
f For the week endinc^ November 3d. 
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general fairness of this document^ are beyond all 
praise. * A more valuable appendix to' the Bill of 
Reform has not been published. The Supple- 
ment on Public Expenditure is not a less extrao^ 
dinary effort of spirit and ability. It gives a ge- 
neral account of the Expenditure of 1831-2— 
shows what may be reduced — ^what not The Ci- 
vil List, Pensions, &c. — all are considered. In 
fact, it displays a research, a lucid order of ar- 
rangement, one tithe of which, if displayed by a 
Member in an opening speech, would have gained 
him a permanent reputation. It is by efforts like 
these, made at great risk — at enormous expense — 
with a noble direction of judgment that consults 
what may instruct the people, and disdains to pan- 
der for lucre to their prejudices and their passions 
— it is also by philosophical and practical princi- 
ples, applied to the matter of such facts, and call- 
ing the chaos into harmony, that we are made de- 
servedly proud of the better portion of the Eng- 
lish Press. And < The Examiner' and * The. Spec- 
tator' have really done what the periodicals in 
Anne's time vainly boasted, called Wisdom to the 
breakfast-table, and brought home the best part of 
ethics (political knowledge) from the closet to 
men's daily understanding and ordinary business. 
These, not palaces and columns, are the public 
works which a people should covet, and of which 
legislators should be vain.' 
A . "Apropos of Parliament and Commit* 

* Only in tlie lists of DiviBons do we note some inaccuncies: 
we speak here from penonnl e:q>erience. 
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tees^ how good < Blackwood' was^ in the < Nodes' 
of last month touching the Dramatic Committee!'' 

M' . " Ay, what a poor figure the players 

make off the stage— their logic is preposterous. 
But the hardest thing of all is in the strictures of 
the <Athenasum/ which visit flie follies of the 
witnesses on the questions of the Committee, and 
think the Committee unwise because the actors 
wd^ ninnies. On the contrary, there never, per- 
haps, was a Parliamentary Committee which, in so 
unprecedentedly short a time, examined so many 
witnesses, extracted so much information, or from 
the contradictory elements of contending interests, 
wrought out a result so generally satisfactory to 
the public." 

A \ " I suppose we shall have a Bill on the 

Report next session, but I wish to Heaven we 
could get rid of the vexatious superfluity of the 
•Censor!'" 

M . " That, I fear, would be impossible at 

present, because the Legislature are not prepared 
to admit the political allusions that would instantly 
follow an unshackled drama; and yet the effect of 
political allusions would be new life to the stage- 
it would keep up that connexion between the Ac- 
tual and the Romantic which is necessary to sus- 
tain the general interest in mimic representations. 
Every one may perceive how eager the public are 
to extract from plays the most far-fetched allusions 
to the present time. ^ If this were made a part of 
the legitimate province of the author, the theatres 
would overflow. In the early days of the drama^ 
political allusions were common — they abound in 

15 
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our great dramatists — ^they are redundant even id 
the dramas of the tyrannical age of Charles 11. In 
Anne's time the cold and heavy tragedy of Cato 
would never have been popular^ but for the poli- 
tical deductions drawn fron^ it by both parties. 
The English^ more than any people in the worUf 
require the strong seasoning of politics to attract 
them to the stage^ because they run more after 
daily politics than any of their neighbours, and 
have less sympathy with the abstract and ideal. If 
there were no censor, political allusions would 
abound in all new works, and thus the stage would 
become popular. Of course this would produce 
evil as well as good. But the good would prepon- 
derate in the long run. The monopolists them- 
selves allow, that, as regards morality j the Pub- 
lie are more vigilant than the Censor himself — 
that what escapes the last has been hissed by the 
first They make the oflBce solely one ot politi- 
cal expediency — but the question ought to be fair- 
ly faced — ^why should politics be banished from 
the stage of a free people? The same good taste 
that banishes indecencies would also banish any 
thing that passed the proper bounds of decorum in 
politics; for politics are morals, and like morals 
have their To Prepon. In fact, so far from in- 
flaming the popular passion for politics, the stage 
would become an outlet for their expression; and 
many who now go to Political Unions, would, 
were politics acted on the stige, resort to the thea- 
tres.^' 

M' • * * The principle of classifying the play- 
houses, allowing one to act tragedy, another vau- 
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deville, &c, i8 warmly embraced by cerfaun pwr- 
ties; the 'Athenaeum' advocates that system.^' 

Jl . << But who will bell the cat? Where 

are the legal terms by which you can define and 
classify plays? Who now can define the legitimate 
drama so strictly but what the definition may be 
always evaded. Classification is, in fact, impossi- 
ble, unless the theatres are brought entirely under 
arbitrary control. In France, the government 
classifies theatres, because it pays for the support 
of theatres; but any theatre there could, if it please, 
evade the classification. It does not — why? be- 
cause it is not its interest to do so. Leave the 
same grand principle to act upon the English ma- 
nagers. . The small theatres will act whatever they 
can act best^ because it will be their interest to do 
80; and plays will thus fall into their natural clas- 
sification, according to the size, actors and capaci- 
ties of a theatre. The interference of legislatoirs 
cannot do better .than common sense, and it may 
do much worse;— besides, they have no business 
to control private speculations unless they first 
turn them, as in France, into public institutions, 
and pay, as in that country, 80,000/.. per annum 
for their support. It is the height of absurdity 
and unfairness in the Legislation to interfere only 
for the purpose of forbidding the direotion of other 
people's capital, except in one channel, and then, if 
they are ruined, to leave its victims to suffer for 
the vexatious injustice of the intermeddler.^' 

M — ^. (taking up anew Novel) — ^<<And what 
is this?" 

«tf-^-^. <^ Mrs. Hall's BupcaneeF^-p^tn admirable 
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historical romance — full of interest — and with 
many new views of character. It is an Historical 
Romance^ and yet unborrowed frpm Scott — it has 
not his mannerism — ^it is sui generis^ which is 
saying a great deal. The author has introduced 
Cromwell in the foreground as the principal cha- 
racter^ and done justice to the genius of the man; 
but he appears too often, and interferes too much 
in the love-story of the book. It is not that such 
an introduction does not belong to the vrai — it 
sins against the vraisemblable — ^it requires great 
judgment, and also great luck, to make us feel that 
a hero is never taken liberties with. I think, 
therefore, that Cromw»ell would have been more 
effective if he had appeared more rarely, and if he 
had been wholly withdrawn from the love-scenes; 
but then the story might have been less interesting 
to the general reader; and perhaps the dijgnity of 
Cromwell is designedly sacrificed to the stimulus 
of the tale. The plot, otherwise,, is extremely 
well conceived — very artful and progressing — ^the 
story never flags — and you open at once upon the 
main interest The two best characters are a 
serving-girl (whose simplicity, — kindliness, and 
beauty of heart are delineated witK all the delicacy 
of womanhood and the felicity of genius) and a 
deformed youth, her lover, who, with the good 
qualities of a fine nature, unites the ire, the peevish- 
ness, the suspicion, that the sense of his personal 
inferiority produces. It is in charming unison 
with the character of Barbara (the damsel I have 
described) to make her love this ill-favoured youth^ 
and to be attracted by the strength of his intellect; 
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3rou feel that she is just the person to have dis- 
regarded beauty in a suitor, and to have been proud 
of the homage of a superior intellect The in- 
nocent weakness of her nature is such as only a 
woman could have wrought but — if a man had at- 
tempted that character the girl would have been a 
fool. She is just preserved from silliness by a 
hand that stays the character at the verge of sim- 
plicity — one step more— one step less, and Bar- 
bara would have been no creation; as it is, she is 
at once original and perfect There is a villain, of 
course, in the book, but he is too cowardly. Wo* 
men rarely paint villains well; they don^t, like 
Shakspeare or Massinger, intoxicate themselves 
with a sense of the great power that accompanies 
great crimes-— they make despicable villains in- 
stead of magnificent ones — which last alone belong 
to tragedy and grave fiction. The Stukelys and 
Mawworms ought to appertain to comedy. But 
to give you an idea of the nerve and vigour of the 
style, just read this passage, in which the villain 
meets hi^ fate, beginning with <<RoupalI and the 
youth crept stealthily down the cliff by a secret 
path, &c.'^ 

M . " Ah this is very fine. Mrs. Hall has 

a considerable mastery of style. Her Irish sketches 
possess great beauty of composition, and there is a 
little tale of hers in < The Amulet' this year, which 
is written and conceived with extraordinary skill 
—the idea is even grand. A woman — simple — 
kind, but of a high and religious mind, is devoted- 
ly attached to a reprobate and ruffian husband; she 
endures his slights — his alienation — ^his brutality, 

16* 
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with untiring meekness, and unconquered love; but 
at last when her young family ak*e growing up, the 
husband begins to initiate her son in his own 
career of crime. She remonstrates — ^implores in 
vain — she cautions her son against his father. The 
ruffian discovers it, and threatens her thus — 

f 

* As fure as you are a Hy'vikg woman*' he contkiued, with ^ 
concentrated rage which is a thousand times more dangenns 
than impetuous fuiy, <as sure as you are a living woman, you 
shall repent of this. I see the way to pumsh your unlfulness; 
if you oppose me in the management of my childrei^ one by one 
they shall be taken fitmi you to serve my purposes! You may 
look fbr them in vaih» until (he added with a fiendish snuk) 
you read their names in the columns of the Newgate Cakqidar.' 

The deep, and stem heart of the moth^ is now 
aroused. The husband fulfils his threat — ^he 
commits a robbery, in which he endeavours to ea* 
tafigle his son. A great and solemn determination 
nerves the mother, and she informs against her 
guilty husband, as the only means to save the 
bodies and souls of her guiltless children. Mind, 
this determination is accomplished with such 
tenderness, that the awe of it does not revolt I 
esteem the conception of this story to be one of 
the most dread and tragic in modem compoc^tion-* 
the struggles of the wife's heart with the mother's 
would have been especially striking on the stage, 
and I only regret that the detelopment of such a 
plot should not have been either reserved for 
tragedy, or elaborated into a prolonged and regular 
work of fiction, Mrs. Hall evinces in this, as in 
<The Buccaneer,' very marked talents for the 
stage, and if she would devote her time and skill 
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to a village tragedy^ that should contain the aim- 
plicity and power of Grace Huntly, I feel confident 
that it would have a startling success. Very few 
writers of the day — male or female — equal this ae- 
complished woman, in the power of touching the 
heart by pathetic, or exalting it by generous, emo- 
tions.— ^But to turn to politics. What do you 
think of the Westminster business? Awkward 
enough. Who is to blame?'' 

•/S— . *' Nay, let me have your opinion. I 
am too recently returned — ^from — e-hem-«-I mean 
— to London, to be au fait at these political 
matters." 

Af ^ << Why, then, the affair seems to me to 

stand thus: — I cannot admit, with some of the pa- 
pers, that electors owe no gratitude to a faithful 
representative: that if he, on the one hand, haa 
acted with honesty and talent in Parliament, they, 
on the other hand, bestowed on him the opportu- 
nity so to act I hold such a doctrine to be base 
aqd fallacious. The obligations which a wise and 
good legislator confers on the world — the abuses 
he rectifies — ^the reforms he supports— the sacri- 
fice of youtiw*M>f health — of pleasure — of time to 
the service of mankind, are not repaid — no, not 
in a thousandth part — by the mere honour of a seat 
in Parliament, however large the constituency and 
important the trust. It is exactly as unjust and as 
mean in electors to think there can be no gratitude 
due to the man they elect, because they have 
elected him, as it would be in a master to deem 
that he owes nothing to the steward who has pro- 
tected his property against robbers, economized 
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his income, or established ^ord^ in his house. 
What should we think of the master who ^d, <I 
owe this man nothing, or he could never have thus 
served me if I had not made him my servant?' 
What logic and what gratitude! Precisely of the 
same nature are the logic and the- gratitude of those 
who, admitting that Hobhouse has served his con- 
stituents as electors and citizens, yet contend that 
they owe him nothing for the service. You see 
that, taking this view of one part of the question, 
I am not likely to be biassed against Hobhouse's 
claims j but, supposing the electors come to Sir 
John and say, such and such opinions you 'advo- 
cated out of office, will you originate or support 
them now you are in?' And supposing Sir John 
declares he will not answer that question — that the 
content of his constituents is to him a matter of 
perfect indifference — and dismisses the deputation 
with a brusque resentment at their merely asking 
him if his opinions are unchanged, and he will 
some time or other put those opinions into action, 
and supposing, too, that while noio declaring 
against pledges, he is known formerly to have advo- 
cated — nay — to have insisted upon pledges in these 
memorable words: *To any definite questions, I 
shall think myself bound to give a sincere answer; 
for it appears to my judgment that the clamour 
raised against what is called demanding a pledge, 
has no foundation in theory or practice, — then 
who can doubt that Hobhouse is in the wrong, and 
the electors in the right In vain then would the 
sophists of the Treasury, on the one hand, or of the 
Peel bench on the other, assert that he is to be 
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turned out because he is in office. He is not to be 
tQrned out because he has come into power, but 
because he has gone out of his opinions. In vain 
is it to say that he is turned out for not giving 
pledges — ^he is turned out because one year he 
calls himself bound to give pledges, another year 
bound not even to answer questions. In vain, 
also, is it to say a Ministry cannot get on, if a Mi- 
nister is not to sacrifice his individual opinions to 
the concord of the whole, A Minister of Sir 
John Hobhouse's rank, talents, eloquence, and 
character, (placed, as he is, much too low for his 
claims, he ought at least to have been in the Cabi- 
net,) should only have accepted office on the un- 
derstanding that he was to be allowed to be con- 
sistent — that he was to carry into effect the mefl^- 
sures he had declared necessary to the welfare of 
the country. If he did not do this, the electors of 
Westminster were right to be discontented: if he 
did, he ought to have been glad to seize the op- 
portunity to declare the new facilities for good of 
which he had so nobly possessed himself. And 
here I cannot sufficiently blame that part of Colo- 
nel Eyans' letter which makes office itself a fault 
in a Member for Westminster. Are the repre- 
sentatives of the smallest constituencies alone to be 
in power? or is a man less useful, because he is in 
a position to put his opinions into efiect? This 
doctrine is not worthy so enlightened a man as Co- 
lonel Evans. 

** I have a very warm admiration of Hobhouse 
in many respects, but I think he has evidently 
committed a mistake at the least He committed 
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a mistake either in taking o£Bce with his hands 
tied^ or in refusing to avow that he retained in of* 
fice his former opinions — an avowal due to his 
character.* Upon the whole, there is someUuDg 
salutary in the business, however it turn out It 
is salutary that a constituency should be doubly 
jealous of representatives in office— that it should 
tie them to their old politics. This, if generally 
acted upon, would, in the first place, make men 
more moderate in their alleged opinions, and more 
cautious how they attack a Government for of- 
fences they themselves may commit In the se- 
cond place, it would make the remedy of abuses 
more expeditious — those who come into office 
would be no longer divided about this measure or 
that Able men could only join a Government on 
the understanding that able measures are to be 
adopted; and talent will thus be measured bjcits 
utilities. As regards Colonel Evans^ no one, on 

^ But considering Sir John Hobhouse's great talents and long 
semces— we think every possible facility ought to be giren him 
for explanation. We wish we could say that we are satisfied 
with his speech of last Monday, but we are not — ^it is as vague 
as it is eloquent! We ourselves are among the constituency of 
Westminster — ^we have a sincere personal regard for Colonel 
Evans — and scarce any acquaintance with Sir John Uobhouse — 
but we should think ourselves bound to give Hobhouse our vote 
in preference to any other candidate, if he would but say pub- 
licly that he not only retains the opinions he once professed, 
but wiU labour with equal zeal to bring them into effect. If he 
will not say this, he Uax>c» the Ekdon of Westminster no option* 
The liberalism which is the ladder to self-interests is the most 
dangerous of all hypocrisies. Sir John Hobhouse says he re- 
lies on the plunrdealing of the Electors^ — ^we g^e him our vote 
acoofding as he shows us plain^dealing himself. 
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reflection, can fairly consider hint to blame. He 
had not even the ties of party with Sir John Hob- 
house or with the Ministry; he has never associ- 
ated himself with the Whigs; he has been done 
scant justice to by the (Government One of the 
best officers in Europe, he has not had promotion 
because he has not been a Lord's son. He is per- 
fectly free from all obligations to all parties; and 
stands alone, with his gallant reputation — his man- 
ly character — ^his enterprising disposition — and his 
sturdy understanding, for his sole friends. The 
cry that a Reformer should not oppose a Reformer 
will come with an ill grace from Ministers, when 
Colonel Maberly,.an official,. is opposed to Mr. 
Perry, a young and able Reformer, highly distin- 
guished by his effi3rts against the taxes on Enow- 
ledge, and when the Premier's own son. Colonel 
Orqjr, was sent down last session to Wycombe to 
oppose Mr. D'Israeli, already in the field; and 
who, by his printed addresses, pledged himself to 
triennial parliaments, vote by ballot, and the abo- 
lition of taxes on Knowledge. The friends of Co- 
lonel Grey (he himself, of course, could not have 
sanctioned the hypocrisy) endeavoured to excuse 
themselves by calling Mr. D'Israeli, in the face of 
all his printed and pledged annunciations, a Tory, 
solely because his father was one, and because his 
father's friends supported him upon private ojr lo- 
cal grounds, (Mr. D'Israeli living in the county.*) 

* But some old opinions (now pubUcly renounced) in works 
written by ilr. D'Israeli, when a mere boy, may be another 
cause o^ accusation? Haidly so^ we imagine, with Lord Palmer- 
ston on the same bench as the accuser. 
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Nothing could be more unhandsome than this 
charge; and the brilliant author of 'Contarini Fie- 
/ ming' aptly avenged himself on some placard sty- 

ling him a Tory in disguise, by asserting ^ that the 
only Tory in disguise was a Whig in oflSce!' The 
Ministry thought themselves entitled to be angry 
with public men, (equally accredited with them- 
selves for unflinching liberality of opinion,) for 
giving, previously to Colonel Grey's declaring him- 
self, recommendatory letters to this able and plain- 
speaking candidate. Certainly such a recommen- 
dation would not have been given against the son 
of Lord Grey — a man to whom the country is so 
largely indebted — had Colonel Grey then been in 
the field; but to inculcate the doctrine that no Re- 
former is to oppose a Reformer, and then to op- 
pose and to calumniate a very distinguished and 
; avowed Reformer, solely because he is not one of 

- . the Aristocratic Whig c%we, is a little too bad! 

'^ With this example, of Reformer opposing Refor- 

, 1 mer, the Ministers must beware how they throw 

4' stones." 

wf . " Very true — and now let us take a 

ride.'' 
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CHAPTER IX. 

The non-neceasity of a Tenmnation to these Papers — ^The Ex- 
• pediency of writings one's own Life — ^A Binner at a Wifs— 
The Character of a Man a-]a-mode — ^The Nine-pin Parlia* 
ment — ^Gully and Cobbett — Eleclioneering Anecdotes — ^Don 
Teleaforo de Tnieba's new Comedy — ^Incivility progresses 
ivith Civilizalion — ^Monck Mason — ^Plutarch's Musical Instru- 
ments — Stoty of the Three Bailiffs — ^Walk through London 
at Night — ^An Adventure-^Love and its Diaadirantag^s — 
PasHon, its Histoiy and its Temunation. 

Shall I ever finish these paperst * I intended to 
conclude them with the new year; but wherefore? 
ihey suit one month as well as another — their sub- 
ject always vary — ^nothing can be more dissimilar 
than two several numbers of the series, touching 
on all subjects, exhausting none« These t>aper8 
fulfil for the ** New Monthly '' the same object as 
the "Noctes" fulfil for "Blackwood's;" and, like 
the " Noctes," therefore, may be continued while 
the world continues to furnish matter for criticism 
and comment 

How many adventures are yet left for mel Thank 
heaven, I am always getting into some scrape or 
another ; and even when I do seize an interval of 
leisure, and become orderly, I am only engaged in 
writing a history of the pranks I have played. Re-, 
cent biographies have taught me the necessity of 
<Hie thing — ^I shall write my own biography my- 
felf I I do not intend to be made into four volomes^ 

16 
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price 2/. 2s,f with, ** about this time we may sup- 
pose/' and " at this event let us pause to imagine 
his emotions." No! I shall tell my own plain sto- 
ry in my own best plain way. And never, I will 
venture to say, has any literary man had a more 
strange and various life than I have! Happily, 
too, it is not over yet : the best part is, I hope, to 
come. Patience, and shuffle the cards. 

A dinner at Greville's ! that is really a treat 
There I shall learn all the gossip of the day. Asr 
modeus *•• 

** At your service." 

** Ah, my dear Devil ! it is an age since I saw 
you ! What have you been about?" 

** Playing the devil at elections." 

^* Excellent ! Have you been standing yourself, 
or merely exerting your vocation as an agent?" 

*^ Why, as I like making mischief, I went down 
to a large town in my proper character." 
/ « What ! as a devil ? " 

<< No I as a Conservative. It is to the interest of 
the Infernals to keep things in this world exactly 
as they are. We could not be better off Ac- 
cordingly, they have made a subscription to get as 
many of us in as possible ; and I received three 
thousand pounds from our Committee in Charles 
Street, in order to contest the borough of " 

"Well, and"- 

" No sooner did I appear at the balcony, than 
they began to stone me. I leave that fate for your 
martyrs, (stones don't agree with Us,) and I retired 
into the dining-room to harangue my committee. 
Meanwhile the riot thickened — ^windovra crashed— 
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bones smashed — ^beer flowed, and I sent out half- 
a-dozen agents to bribe the waverers. In a word, 
I kept the town for three days in a most diabolical 
state, and retired handsomely on the day of nomi- 
nation, with some dozen or two of drunken souk 
booked for out voters in the general election below. 
I served myself better than 1 did my employers of 
Charles Street. But where are you going ? I see 
you are dressed — for conquest ? '* 

^' Oh, I am going to dine with Greville, a man 
whom, in all probability, you will know better one 
of, these days. Suppose you accompany me incog.? 
his parties are agreeable enough." 

The Devil consented, and I drove him to Gre- 
ville's in my cabriolet. He made himself invisible 
during dinner, and he performed the same charm 
with a couple of bottles of champagne — the imp 
loves his glass. 

Greville is one of those men who make it a point 
to live in May Fair. He is so very much the ton^ 
that be is a little mauvais ton. His horses are too 
handsome — ^his liveries too plain — and his cook too 
good. His imagination is above the level of that 
mediocre faculty — Taste; and he always wishes to 
play the ideal of the fine gentleman, rather than 
the reality. He b witty, learned, versatile, and 
luxurious. He was made for a Frenchman, and 
has lived half his life in Paris: his age is thirty-five; 
his eyes dark ; his voice soft ; and his linen and 
teeth the whitest things in the world. 

We sat down to dinner to the number of four; 
all, except myself, fresh from electioneering ; alt 
ODCc more M. P'd. into the prospective dignity of 
franking^ 
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lit Diner out. Famous Parliament ! — the last blow 
to the Tories, and the first to the Destructires !— 
aU Whigs.'' 

2d Diner out. Yes/ the Nine-pin Parliament — 
an immense juste milietf, and two little extremes. 

Grevitle. My friend Giilly returned ? L says, 

with a mock gravity, that he will be a very dan- 
gerous reasoner — for his arguments will be so^- 
ical! 

M/sdff alias A-^ — . To such an extreme, I fear, 
as to be given absolutely to fibbing. 

2d Diner out. I hear he is quite a Utifitarian, 
and much addicted to ASJL 
* A v Then he must have rattled ; for in his 
earlier life^ he was famous for his propensity to 
Peelt • 

2d Diner out. Hiere is Cobbett, too, trakiing 
himself 

«• To tread with sturdy steps the mountain's brow." 

How the deuce — (Greville, some wine ; ChahRs, if 
you please) — how the deuce is he to bear our 
hours t The old fellow swears, in his Register, 
that he goes to bed at eight, and that is the reason 
he's so hearty; faith, we shall kill him by the end 
of the first week — the stroke of twelve will be his 
desiih'hlow. 

Greville. His maiden motion is to be, "That Bur- 
det's property be confiscated to the payment of the 
National Debt.'* 

1st Diner out He will be insatiably long— he 
thinks nothing of three hours— and he is especial- 
ly anxious to eclipse Brougham's celebrated pro- 
lixity on Law Reforms. 
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Greville. Jealousy and vanity are his two great 
characteristics; he will wish to outshine O'Connell, 
and he will die with rage at his failure. 

1st Diner out. But the best of all is my friend 

. 1 met him on the road to his borough, widi 

a travelling equipage of two bull-dogs, two boxers, 
a military friend, and a brace of pistols. ^* I like 

to be prepared," said , twirling his mustachios^ 

* tn case people behave unhandsomely ! " 

AU. Ha, ha — so like " — 

A . What sortof a thing isTrueba's comedy?** 

GreviUe. Very good, on the whole; sharp— smart 
Spanish, — with a true enough perception of the 
comic, and a dash of philosophy about it He's a 
clever fellow that Trueba^ if he would not write 
80 much. 

A . His fecundity jneminds me of what Haz- 

Ktt says of Lope de Vega. " What impertinence, to 
boast of writing a comedy before breakfast — he had 
plenty of lime to do it after ! ** 

l«lZ>tw€roM/. Very good. Who ssdd that? Haz — 



»9 



Hazlitt. 



1st Diner out. Who? Hazlitt. I never heard of 
Um ! Is he in society? 

A Not in your set, I fancy. 

8rf Diner out. Oh, one of your authors— eh \ 

1st Diner out. Authors! nay; I know all the best 
of them — by title at least. 

^ ■ D o you? let's hear them. Count away. 

\st Diner out, (on his fingers.) Byron, Scatty 
Southey, Moore; and — and — ay, Campbellf thatV 

16» 
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GreviUef (hwrnmii^ a tune.^ 

«* Who i» wise— b wiie— 18 wiae. 
Studies books in reading^ mea." 

Take aome bock, A , and don't puzzle mj friend 

here, who, I can assure you, is so fond of thebeUa 
letters, that when we were at Eton together, be 
inscribed his gun wKh the old motto— 



.^^DeEghtfiiltask:, 



To teach the joung idea how to tkoai/** 

-. Yes; and he wrote " Styx " on his swOTd- 



cane ; meaning to express, in one word, that it was 
letiferous. 

IH Diner out^ (evidently pleased.) Pshal Let 
me recommend this Matdotie. How is WiiBam 
Brougham 7 " 

iwreville. Recovering fast, to the despair of six 
unsuccessful candidates, who, at the report of his 
death, all started for I^ondon, in the hope of South- 
wark. I am heartily glad of it ; for he's a cajntal 
fellow— ^very amiable and very clever. 

A . You recollect K 1 Well, he sent a 

courier on to the borough of , saying, he 

understood there were two gentlemen standing for 
it unwilling to pledge themselves. He begged to 
announce that a gentleman was coming in his car- 
riage and four, willing to pledge himself to any 
thing.. 

Greville. Ha ! ha ! That's excellent. Apropos 
of pledges. Young calls them infernal things. 

1st Differ out. Why, I thought he was a desperate 
Radical. 

Grevitte. Yes; but he says that even the staunch- 
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^t Radica l ■ ■■ must think pledges— —eiamfi a 
*hry! 

1st Diner out. Sa Lord Abercorn has taken Ches- 
terfield House. What a succession of prettj faces ! 
Lady Abercorn after Lady Chesterfield. How the 
great Lord, (Philip Dormer,) would bow and smile, 
if he were alive! 

GrevUlei, What's the reason, A ■ , since you're 
a philosopher, that the mor^ civilized we grow, the 
more uncivil we become? Witness France and Eng- 
land : in both, the " CAd School ^ signifies every 
thing polished, and the ^^ New School " every thing 
rude. 

A . I suppose because Courts f<Mrm manners ; 

and> as we grow wiser. Courts grow out of fashion. 
Thus, by degrees. Kings themselves unconsciously 
follow, instead of setting, the popular mode ^ and 
Louis Philippe and William the Fourth value them- 
selves on their boui^eoise simplicity, because bour- 
geoise simplicity is a means to be popular. So 
much for Reason ; now for Song. Who's to have 
the (^era this year? Now Monck Mason is gone, 
I intend to afibrd myself a box. 

Chrevilk. Ab, the poor Monck ! He is now going 
to make a monastery of the Pantheon.- Certainly, 
Monck was a good type of a musical instrument; 
devilish hollow, and formed to make a noise. 

A , Like all musicians in that respect, who 

aFe usually the most inane of creatures ! Our friend 
there, who knows all the authors by heart, will tell 
you that Plutarch said the best instruments in his 
time were made out of the jaw-bones of asses* 

Grm^. Hal hal Not bad, thatl 
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A . Plutarch is obliged to youi 

\H Diner out. So G has gone on the Cbnfr 

nent. He says there are no waten like those ot 
Aix-la-Chapelle, to rid him of his hereditary coifr 

plaint. 

GreviUe. What's that? 

1^/ Diner out. Duns ! 

A . Hal ha f Yes, it is very true ; it i he- 
reditary : his father was more afflicted than him- 
self. Apropos of that : did you ^nrer hear how old 
<5 served the three bailiflS?" 

GreviUe, No; let's have it. 

A . Well ; G had retired to a quiet wa* 

tering-place, aftev innumerable and most narrow 
escapes, where he proposed to enjoy himself under 
a feigned name, and a red wig. Unhappily, how* 
ever, he was tracked, trapped, and arrested by 
three sturdy fellows in his own house. The fertile 
genius of G- was not dismayed. With his ha- 
bitual politeness, he begged the baiiiiSs to be seat- 
ed, placed a large round of beef and two or three 
bottles of wine before them, and entreated permis- 
sion to write to a friend a few miles off, and await 
the answer; previously to his departure for the 
^ Debtor's side.' The bailifi&, pleased with the beef 

and wine, consented. G wrote a note to a 

captain of a vessel, who only waited a favourable 
wind to set sail, and who had found much difficult 
ty in pressing sufficient seamen. At that time, im- 
pressment was carried on with the most vigorous 
severity. 

As soon as the Captain arrived, which he did 
with half a score of tali fellows at his heels; 6 
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Minting to the bailiffi, who were still making werrff 
^claims, ^* Ah^ my dear friend, these are the three 
persons I mentioned in my note ; just the thing for 
your vessel. Observe how strong they are ! Did 
you ever see men more stoutly built? Take them, 
my good friend ; nay, no thanks : I make you a 
present of them." The Captain, enchant de son ca^ 
deauy ordered his escort instantly to seize the asto- 
nished bailiffi ; and despite of their struggles and 
protestations, they were hurried away, and shipped 
off next day to the East Indies. 

Greville. Ha ! ha ! ha ! — ^A New Way, indeed, to 
pay Old Debts ! 

-~ ** Oh ! Asmodeus," said I, as I walked forth from 
Greville's arm-and-arm with the Devil, ^what a 
beautiful night ! Who shall say that a great city 
hath not as much poetry as the solitudes of fields 
and streams? The silence of these mighty marts of 
industry and pleasure — the mystery that hanga 
over every house thus stUl and impenetrable — ^a 
record, and often a romance, in each — the muffled 
shapes stealii^ across from tkne to time ; and if, 
wandering from these statelier quarters, you touch 
near upon the more squalid abodes of men — the 
stir, the hubbub, the wild mirth of desperate 
hearts — the dark and dread interest that belongs to 
crime. Then, anon, in some high chamber, you see 
a soUtary light — waning not, nor blinking, through 
the gloom. How often have 1 paused to gaze on 
such a light, and busy myself with conjecture! 
Does it shine over the deep delight of study — the 
open volume and the worn brow — ^tbe young ambl« 
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tion of Knowledge — that false friend which imnetk P 
in her bosom disease and early death? Does it wake I*! 
beside the vigil of some woman heart, beatii^ for |^ 
the approach of a guilty leman, or waiting, in dull- 
ness and in dread, the slow and heavy step of one 
returning from the reeking haunts of the gamester^ 
her wedded mate, perhaps her early love? Is there 
not more poetry in this than in wastes, pr^nant 
only with the dull animal life? What have the 
woods and waters equal to the romance of the hu- 
man heart? And here, too, Asmodeus, what scope 
fi>r enterprise — that life of life ! What variety! 
what incident! Verily, the knight-errant of oH 
knew not half the adventures that may befall a 
man, young, bold, and gallant, in a great city. Is 
it not so, Asmodeus? You are the demon of in- 
trigue — I appeal to you !" 

** Why, I must own you speak truth. But if so 
fi>nd of adventure, why not seek itT Do you ob- 
serve that door ajar? — ^there, yonder, in that street 
opening to our right. And do you not note some- 
thing of a white drapery, just visible Bt the aper- 
ture? There is an adventure for you 1 *' 

" Thanks. I obey the hint. Wait here my re- 
turn." 

Warmed with wine, *and my spirits heightened 
by the bracing air of the night, I was indeed ripe 
for any adventure: so, gliding rapidly into the street 
which Asmodeus indicated, I arrived at the half 
open door. It was one of those moderately sized 
houses which characterize the smaller streets of 
Mayfair. The lamp burnt opposite, bright and 
steady : the apparition of the white drapery was 
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^ne. Trusting to mj lucky stars, I stole lightly 
up the steps, and entered the passage. All was 
gloom and shadow. 

** Is that you," murnriured a voice in the dark. 

'' It is myself, and no other," said I, in a breath- 
less whisper. 

** Follow me, then," answered the voice; and the 
door was softly shut. 

"I am in for it," thought I: "so much the bet- 
ter." My hand was genlly seized by fingers so soft 
and delicate, that I felt" a very strange sensation 
tingling up to my shoulder bone — perhaps it did not 
stop there. I followed my conductor, who glided 
on with a light step, and we soon began to ascend 
the stairs. We passed the first landing-place. ** I 
hope," thought I, " the lady is not a housemaid. I 
have a horror of the servile. But her hand — no! 
this hand is not made for mops!" We halted at 
the second floor. My conductress opened a door, 
and, and— shall I break off here? — I have a great 
ihind-^Hio! Til go on. Well, then, redder, I found 
myself in a room — not alone — ah I not alone with 
my guide, hut with three other damsels, all sitting 
round a table, and all under twenty. A pair of 
wax candles illumed the apartment, which was a 
wdl-fiirnished, but not gaudy, dressing-room. I 
looked round, and bowed with a most courtly gra- 
vity. The ladies uttered a little scream. 

** Anne ! Anne ! who have you brought here?" 

Anne stood thunderstruck, gazing at me as if 1 
had been the red man in " Der Freischutz." I, in 
my turn, gazed at her. She was, apparently, about 
five and twenty; plainly, but well dressed; of a 
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man and delicate Aape»wifh aiace slighily marked 
with the smaU-^poz. Bat such a pair of black ejesl 
and those eyes very soon b^an to dart fire! 

** Who are you, sir? How dare you ^ - 

** NsLjf nay; pray, no scoldings Is it my fiauU, &ff 
Anne, that I am here ? You see 1 can do yon no 
auschief. There are four of you ; and what ii one 
odd fish among so many? " 

**Sirl" 

**Sir!'' 

"This is too bad!" 

*' ni raise the house! '' 

« Get out ! " 

" Go along with you I ** 

" What do you take us for ? " 

" Pardon me, that is exactly the question I wal 
going to ask you ! What do you take »?k5 for ? " 

" Did Mr. Gabriel tell you — *' began my guide, 
who, on looking at me twicei and seeing I was un- 
der thirty, and not dressed like a house-breaker 
(for it is only your swindlers who are great dan- 
dles, and go by the name of Ferdinand Augustus,) 
began a little to relent from her first rage; — 

" Gabriel, Gabriel^ — oh, my guardian angel! " 
thought I; for, as by intuition, I suddenly guessed 
at the origin of the whole proceeding. "Yes,** 
said I, aloud, « Mr. Gabriel did tell me that you 
wished to have your fortunes told, and being en- 
gaged himself, he sent me as the ablest of his pu- 
pils to supply his place. Oh, Mr. Gabriel is a great 
man: ladies, pray be seated: af)en and ink, if you 
^)lease. Whathour were you bom, ma'am? Allow 
ine to take this chair." 
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Now, the reader probably knows that Gabriel is 
a. celebrated fortune-teller, in great request at the 
-west end of the town ; he has been consulted at all 
times and by all persons. I myself have had my 
fortune told by him; and he- gave me seven chil- 
df en, for which I thank him, as I ought ! In fact, 
he is a friend of mine, and of yours, too, dear read- 
er, if you pay him his fees. 

Now, the damsels looked at each other, a smile 
broke over the face of Anne; it spread like conta- 
gion; nay, it broke out into a giggle ; in a few mi- 
nutes we became excellent friends. Luckily, I 
knew a little of the mysteries of soothsaying: chi- 
romancy is one of my strong points, and, as to na- 
tivities, what did Gabriel promise me seven chil- 
dren for, if it were not to know something about 
casting a birth? 

We became excellent friends: the girls were 
young, merry, innocent, and, there being four of 
them, fearless. I counted the lines in their hands, 
made all sorts of odd figures out of Euclid, and, by 
the help of the Asses' Bridge, I foretold Anne a 
lord's elder son. They produced a bottle of sher- 
ry and some cakes: oh, how happy we were! how 
talkative! how gay! I blessed my stars and Asmo- 
deus, and stayed there till one o'clock. I found 
that three of the young ladies were the daughters 
of the Oikodespotes, the master of the house, and, 
afler some sifting I learnt his name : I recognised 
it (for one can't live in London without knowing a 
little about every one,) as that of a man of respec- 
table parentage, who had married an actress early 
in life, and becwDe involved in difficulties; he could 

17 
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not work or beg, but be could live upon his wits: 
he gambled — won, entered, as a dormant partner, 
in a celebrated gaming-house, and made a decent 
competency without much public disgrace. Hki 
wife had been long dead. She had left him three 
daug^iters: I had often heard of their personal at* 
tractions, but he had kept them tolerably well im- 
mured from temptation. I now saw them; yes, as 
I said before, they were gay, but as yet innocent: 
the imperfect education they had received, the 
want of all maternal care, and the example of no 
very decorous parentage, made them eager for 
amusement and adventure: just the persons to 
make an appointment with old Gabriel, and to for- 
give the error which introduced a young astrologer 
in his stead. But, the fourth maiden ! now, now, I 
come to her. Fancy, then, a girl of about seven- 
teen, with a face younger, a form maturer, than 
her years; her hair dark, soft, silky, and arranged 
like a Christian's, viz. not in those irredeemable 
ringlets which trail down like a banyan tree, but 
parted with two slight curls on either temple ; her 
forehead white and transparent, straight eyebrows, 
long lashes, with eyes of a real blue; not that cold 
gray which passes off for blue with the undiscem- 
ing, but rich, radiant, deep as Raphael himself, in 
his purest dream of cdour, would have made them: 
an indifferent nose, (I, for my own part, am con- 
tented with a secondary order of nose in a woman; 
the best are too severe;) — piquant, and well set: 
a mouth, so fresh and young, that you might fancy 
it like that of hers in the fairy tale, from which 
dropped flowers in their tenderest bk)om: teeth 
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•vpally white, and slightly parted each from the 
other ; a peculiarity not against my taste, though 
the physiognomists call it deceitful: beautiful hands; 
a satin skin; a dimple, and a laugh like silver. 
Such is the picture of Julia L., and I am over head 
and ears in love with her. She talked little, and 
when she did speak looked away shyly, and laughed 
prettily, colouring all the while. This was very in- 
toxicating: I blessed the devil for the good thing he 
had put me up to, and when Anne conducted me 
down stairs, as the clock struck one, and they pro- 
mised to admit me when I called the next day, I 
thought my first youth had returned to me, and I 
was once more eighteen. Ah! happy age! What 
hopes then were mine, and what a heart? Can I 
J love another again? Certainly not. Very well. 
Then I can see Julia with perfect safety. 

Aiunodeus was with me at breakfast the next 
morning; I shook him cordially by the hand ; — nay, 
I all but embraced him. He grinned his most wi- 
thering grin at my transports. 

^ Moderate yourself, my dear friend," said the 
Oemoii,'^ what ^re you about to do— -are you going 
to phmge into this amour or not? " 

**.^«u)Mr/--^lunge!— bah! — ^I am going to see 
Julia." 

" I wash my hand of the consequences," said As- 
modeus. 

**Do you foresee them, then?" 

"That is a question I may not answer; — but 
does not every creature, with a grain of common 
sense, see how' such follies invariably end ? Well, 
wdly recollect the old fable of the pot of clay and 
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the pot of gold going down the stream — the pot of 
day is so proud of its friend^ and the first nooment 
the tide brings them fairly together, it is broken to 
pieces ! ^ 
<' What rhodomontade is this, Ainnodeas? What 

have pots of clay and gold to do with me and Ju* 
lia?" 

" All women in love resemble the pots of clay— 
voiUi touU^^ 

The warning tone of the Demon made some 
impression on me, but it soon wore off I repaired 
to the house, was admitted, and saw Julia once 
more : she is even lovelier by day than at night, 
her complexion is so fresh and pure : ]^>ttth clings 
round her like a garment of light, and its robe is 
yet all sparkling with the dews {£ childhood. I 
wish she would talk more; her silence oppresses 
me with the weight of my own emotions; yet ber 
eyes are less prudent than her lips, and we con- 
verse very agreeably by their help. So, then, I 
am in love — fairly in love. I have long had a pre- 
sentiment that that pleasant accident was about to 
happen ; nay, I told the Devil so, and he would not 
believe me. I think, upon the \vbole, I bear the 
event with becoming fortitude; and, after all, it has 
its evils; all other enjoyments become trite beside 
it. Play ceases to intoxicate, wine hath lost its 
sparkle, companionship wearies, one grows very 
dull at one's club. Love need well have its charms 
to recompense us for all the pleasures it spoils; and 
I have not yet got to the most delicious part of the 
history — correspondence ! When one begins to re- 
ceive letters, a new existence fills one ; there is an 
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ether in one's veins. What sweet triumph to ex- 
tort those expressions from the pen, which aftei> 
i;vards must be ratified with the lip, however bash- 
iul it be I With what new objects the day is filled ! 
What a new excitement attaches itself to time I— 
**In two hours hence I shall hear from her!'* — 
with what expectatioi^-^what hope — what fear-^ 
what palpitating nerves— one lives till then ! But, 
alas! how do all these extasies end? — in wo, if' the 
suit be not successful — in satiety if it is. No doubt 
this extreme love is a false calculation. I agree 
with Mr. Mill, *^ we ought to be brought up difife- 
rently." But as, unhappily^ I Was educated in the 
old system, I fear I cannot mend myself, so I must 
be very careful with my children. They shall be 
trained up to a proper economy of the passions, 
and rtiall never ^get in love wiUjrat knowing ex- 
actly what it will cost them h" Meanwhile, I shall 
take these geraniums to Julia. Reader, farewell, 
and long for next month, that you may know more. 

My adventures now become of a more grave and 
eam&rt character than they have been wont to be. 
The reader must be prepared to confine his interest 
solely to sublunary sources — ^the supernatural has 
vanished from. my life — ^unless^ indeed, as at times 
I believe, nothing Is so marvellous or so alien to 
our earthly and common nature as the spirit that 
animates and transforms us when we love. 

It was evening, clear and frosty — I stood in one 
of the small deserted streets that intersect Mayfair, 
waiting for Julian Yes! our attachment has now 
progressed to that point; we met — alone and in se^ 

17* 
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cret From the hour Julia first consented to these 
interviews^ Asmodeus left me; I have not seen 
him since. 

<< My' gratitude stops here," said he. " It was 
my task to amuse, to interest you, but no more. I 
deal not with the passions — I can do nothing for 
you in this affair. You are in love, and in the hands 
of a stronger demon than myself. Adieu ! when the 
spell is broken we may meet again.'' With these 
words he vanished, and has, I suspect, engaged 
his services for the present to the Marquis of Hert- 
ford. 

I was waiting then, in this lonely street, for the 
coming of Julia; I heard the clock strike eight, 
the appointed hour, but I saw not her dark man- 
tle and graceful form emerging from the cross 
street which led to our re^idezvous. And who 
was Julia, and what? She was a relation of the 
gaming adventurer at whose house and with whose 
daughter I had first seen her — and she lived at 
somewhat a distant part of the town with a sister 
who was a widow and much older than herself. 
Occupied in the business of an extensive trade, 
and the cares of a growing family, this sister left 
Julia to the guidance of her own susceptible fan- 
cy and youthful inexperience — ^left her to reflect 
— to imagine — to act as she would, and the con- 
sequence was that she fell in love. She was 
thoroughly guileless, and almost thoroughly ig- 
norant. She could read indeed, but only novels, 
and those not of the gravest; she could write — ^but 
in no fluent hand, and if her heart taught her the 
sentiment that supplies skilly her diffidence for- 
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bade her to express it She was quiet, melancholy, 
yet quickly moved to mirth — sensitive, and yet 
pure. I afterwards discovered that pride was her 
prevailing characteristic, but at first it lay con- 
cealed^ I already loved her even for her deficien- 
cies, for they were not of Nature but of Education. 
And who and what is her lover? Long as I 
have been relating these adventures, I have not 
yet communicated that secret. Writing about my- 
self, I have not yet disclosed myself. I will now 
do so — I am, then, an idle, wandering, unmarried 
man — rich, well-born, still young — who have read 
much, written somewhat, and lived for pleasure, 
action, and the hour — keeping thought for study, 
but excluding it from enterprise, and ready to 
plunge into any plan or any pursuit, so that it pro- 
mised the excitement of something new. Such a 
life engenders more of remembrance than of hope; 
it flings our dreams back upon the past, instead of 
urging them to the future — it gives us excitement 
in retrospection, but satiety when we turn towards 
the years to come, the pleasure of youth is a costly 
draught, in which the pearl that should enrich our 
manhood, is dissolved. And so much for Julia's 
lover; the best thing in his favour, is that she loves 
him. The half hour has passed — will she come? 
How my heart beats! — the night is clear and 
bright, what can have delayed her? I hear feet— - 
Ah, Julia, is it you, indeed ! 

Julia took my arm, and pressed it silently; I 
drew aside her veil, and beneath the lamp, looked 
into Ber face; she was weeping. 

« And what is the matter, dearest?'* 
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<< My sister has discovered your last letter to 
me; I dropped it, and — and — 

<< Heavens! how could you be so imprudent— 
but I hope it is no matter — ^what does your sister 
sayP 

<< That — that I ought to see you no more.'' 

** She is kind; but you will v not obey her, mj 

Julia?" 

« I cannot help it" 

«< Why, surely you can come out when yoa 

like?*' 

<< No; I have promised not She has been a 
kind sister to me, sir, and — and she spoke so kind- 
ly now on this matter, that I could not help pro- 
mising; and I cannot break my promise, thou|^ I 
may break my heart" 

<< Is there no way of compromising the matter?" 
said I, after a pause. << No way of seeing me? 
My Julia, you will not desert me now?^' 

<< But what can I do?" said Julia, simply. 

<< My angel, surely the promise was not wil- 
lingly given; it was extorted from you!" 

"No, sir; I gave it withall my heart" 

<< I thank you." 

" Pray, pray do not speak so coldly; you must, 
you must own it was very wrong in me ever to 
see you; and how could this end?— Certainly nei- 
ther to my own good, nor my family's honour, I 
never thought much about it before, and went on, 
and on, till I got entangled, and did not dare look 
much back or much forward; but now, you see, 
when my sister began to show nie all the folly I 
have committed, I was frightened, and — and, in 



ASMODEUS AT LARGS. 201 

shorty it is no use talking, I can meet you no 



more." 



<< But I shall at least see you at your relation's, 
the Miss **♦*? " 

<< No^ sir; I hare promised also not to go there, 
and not to go any where wiUiout my sister." 

*< Confound your sister/' I muttered with a 
most conscientious heartiness; <<you give me up 
then/' said I, aloud, <^ without a sigh, and without 
a struggle?" 

Julia wept on without answering; my heart 
softened to her, and my conscience smote myself. 
Was not the sister right? Had I not been selfish- 
ly reckless of consequences? Was it not now my 
duty to be generous? ** And even if generous/* 
answered Passion, "will Julia be happy! Have 
not matters already gone so far that her heart is 
implicated without recall? To leave her, is to 
leave her to be wretched." We walked quietly 
on, neither speaking. Never before had I felt 
how dearly I loved this innocent and charming 
girl; and loving her so dearly, a feeling for her 
began to preponderate over the angry and bitter 
mortification I had first experienced for myself. 
My mind was confused and bewildered — I knew 
not which course to pursue. We had gone on 
thus mut^for several minutes, when, at the corner 
of a street which led her homewards, Julia turned, 
and said in a faltering voice,—" Farewell, sir; God 
bless you — let us part here; I must go home now!" 
The street was utterly empty — the lamps few, and 
at long intervals, left the place where we stood in 
jshade. I saw her countenance only imperfectly 
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through the low long bonnet which modestly^ u 
it were^ shrouded its tearful loveliness; I drew my 
arm round her^ kissed her lips, and, said, <<Beit 
as you think best for yourself — go juid be hajq^ 
—think no more of me.'' 

Julia paused — ^hesitated^ as about to spesk — then 
shook her head gently, and, still silent, (as if the 
voice were choked within) lowered her veil, and 
walked away. When she had got a few paee% 
she turned back, and seeing that I still atofti io 
the same spot, gazing upon her, her courage leaned 
to desert her; she returned, placed her baq^ ift 
mine, and said, in a soft whisper, ^ - 

^< You are not angry with me — ^you iw i»it 
hate me?'' . , 

^< Julia, to the last hour of my life I diall adore 
you; that I do not reproach you — that I do not 
tamper with your determination, is the groitest 
proof of the real and deep love I bear to. you; but 
go — go — or I shall not be so generous long," 

^^ Now Julia was quite a child in mind more 
than in years, and her impulses were chi}dlike| 
and after a little pause, and a little evident embar^ 
rassment, she drew from her finger a pretty tboQ^ 
plain ring, that I had once admired, and she said 
very timidly, 

" If sir, you will condescend to accept this *^ 

I heard ho more; I vow that my heart melted 
within me at once, and tears ran down my cheek 
almost a,8 fast as they did down Julia's; the inci- 
dent was simple — the sentiment it veiled was so 
touching and so youthful. I took the ring and 
kissed it — Julia yet lin^red. I saw what was at her 
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heart, though she dared not say it She wished 
also for some little remembrance of the link that 
had been between us, but she would not take the 
chain I pressed upon her; it was too costly; and the 
only gift that pleased her, and she at last accepted, 
was a ring not half the yalue even of her own. 
This little interchange, and the more gentle and 
less passionate feelings to which it gave birth, 
fbemed to console her; .and when she left me, it 
was with a steadier step and a less drooping air* 
Poor Mia! I staid in that desolate spot till the last 
|^liiq|iae df thy light form vanished from my gaze. 

In the. whole course of life, there is no passaj^ 
in it so << weary, stale, and unprofitable," as that 
Which follows some episode of Passion broken ab- 
ruptly off. Still loving, yet forbid the object we 
love, the heart sinks beneath the weight of its own 
eraring affections. There is no event to the day 
a burdensome listlessness — a weary and distasteful 
apathy fill up the dull flatness of the hours — ^Time 
creeps before us visibly — we see his hour-glass and 
his scythe, — and we lose all the charm of Life the 
moment we are made sensible of its presence. 

I resolved to travel — I fixed the day of my de- 
parture. I would that I had been permitted to 
carry, at least, that purpose into effect! About 
three days before the one I had appointed for 
leaving London, I met suddenly in the street my 
friend Anne, the eldest of the damsels to whom I 
had played the sorcerer. She knew, of course, 
of my love for Julia, and had assisted in our in- 
terviews. I found that she now knew of our se- 
paration. She called upon Julia, and the siirter 
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had told her all, and remonstrated with her for her 
connivance at our attachment The girl described 
the present condition of Julia in the most melan- 
choly colours. She said she passed the day aloae 
— and (the widow had isonfessed) for the most part 
in tears — that she had already lost her colour and 
roundness of form; that her health was breaking 
beneath an effort which her imperfect education, 
feeding her imagination at the expense of the rea- 
soning faculty, and furnishing her with no re- 
sources, so ill prepared her to sustain. And with 
her sister, however well meaning, she had no sym- 
pathy. She found in her no support, and but sel- 
dom evt&n companionship. 

This account produced a great revulsion in my 
mind. Hitherto, I had at least consoled myself 
with the belief that I had acted in the true spirit 
of tenderness to Julia, and in that hope, I had sup- 
ported myself. Now all thought, prudence, vir- 
tue vanished beneath the idea of her unhappiness. 
I returned home, and in the impulse of the mo- 
ment, wrote to her a passionate, an imploring let- 
ter. I besought her to fly with me. I committed 
the letter to my servant, a foreigner, well used to 
such commissions; and, in a state of breathless fe- 
ver, I awaited the reply. It came — the address 
was in Julia's writing, I opened it with a sort of 
transport — my own letter was returned unopened 
— ^thc cover contained these few words: — 

<* I have pledged myself to return your letters 
in case you should write to me, and so I keep my 
word. I dare not — dare not open this; for I can- 
not tell you what it costs me to keep my resolu- 
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tlon. I had no idea tiiat it would be so impocwi- 
ble to forget you — ^that I should be so unhappy* 
But though! will not trust myself to read what 
ycru have written, I know well how full of kind- 
ness every word is, and feel as if I had read 
the letter; and it makes me wickedly happy to 
think you have not yet forgotten me, though you 
soon must Pray do not write to me again — I be- 
seech you not, as you value the little peace that is 
left to me. And so, sir, no more from Julia, who 
prays for you night and day, and will think of you 
ais long as she lives.'' 

What was I to do after the receipt of this letter? 
So artless was Julia, that every word that ought 
to have dissuaded me from molesting her more, 
seemed to make it impossible to refrain. And 
what a corroboration in these lines of all I had 
been told! I waited till dark. I repaired with my 
servant to that part of the town in which Julia's 
sister resided. I reconnoitred the house. '^ And 
how," asked I, for the first time of my servant, 
** how, Louis, did you convey the letter?" 

** I went, sir, first," answered Louis, << to the 

young lady, Miss Julia's cousin, in street, 

and asked if I could not carry any parcel to her 
relation. She understood me, and gave me one. 
I slipped the letter into the parcel, and calling at 
the private entrance of the house desired the maid 
who opened the door to give it only to Miss Julia, 
I made sure of the servant with half a guinea. 
Miss Julia herself came down, and gave me the 
answer." 

<< Ha, and you saw her then?" 

18 
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<* Not her face, sir, for she had put on her bon* 
net^ and she did not detain me a xnomenf 

In this account, there was no clew to the apart- 
ment which belonged to Julia, and that was now 
my main object to discover. I trusted, however, 
greatly to the ingenuity and wit of my confidant, 
and a little to my own. It was a corner house — 
large, rambling, old-fashioned; one side of the 
house ran down a dark and narrow street, the 
other faced a broad and public thoroughfare. In 
-walking to and fro the former street, I at length 
saw a sudden light in a window of the second floor, 
and Julia herself — ^yes, herself 5 appeared for one 
moment at the window. I recognised her gentle 
profile — her parted hair — and then she drew down 
the curtain ; all was dai^ness and a blank. That, 
then, was her apartment; at least, I had some right 
to conjecture so. How to gain it was still the 
question. Rope-ladders exist only in romances; 
besides, the policemen and the passengers. The 
'maid-servant flashed across me — might ahe not, 
bought over to the minor indulgence, be.purchaised 
also to the greater one? I called my servant, and 
bade him attempt the task. After a little delibe- 
ration, he rang the bell — ^luck favoured me — the 
same servant as before answered the summons. I 
remained at a distance, shrouded in my cloak. 

At length the door closed — Louis' joined me— 
the servant had consented to admit me two hours 
hence; I might then see Julia undetected. The 
girl, according to Louis, was more won over by 
compassion for Julia's distress, whom she ima- 
gined compelled by her sister to reject the ad- 
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dresses of a true lover, than even by the bribe. In 
two hours the sister would have retired to rest — 
the bouse would be still! Oh, Heaven! .what a va- 
riety of burning emotions worked upon me — and 
stifled remorse, nay, even fear. Lest we should 
attract observation, by lingering for so long a time 
about the spot, I retired from the plac^ at present. 
I returned at the appointed hour. I was admitted 
— all was dark — the "servant, who was a very 
young girl herself, conducted me up the narrow 
stairs. We came to Julians door — a light broke 
through the chinks and under the threshold; and 
now, for the first time, I faltered, I trembled, the 
colour fled, my cheeks, my knees knocked toge- 
ther. By a violent eflTort I conquered my emotion. 
What was to be done? If I entered without pre- 
meditation, Julia, in her sudden alarm, might rouse 
the house; if I sent in the servant to acknowledge 
that I was there, she might yet refuse to see me — 
No! this one interview I would insist upon! This 
latter course was the best, the only one. I bade 
the girl then prepare her young mistress for my 
presence. She entered, and shut the door; I sat 
do.wn at the threshold. Conceive all I felt as I 
sat there, listening to the loud beating of my own 
heart! The girl did not come out — time passed — 
I heard Julia's voice within, and there seemed 
fear, agony^^in its tone. I could wait no more. 
I opened her door gently, and stood before her. 
The fire burnt low and clear in the grate — one 
candle assisted its partial light; there was a visible 
air of purity — of maidenhood about the whole 
apartment that struck an instant reverence into my 
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heart Books in small shelves hung, upon tbe 
wall; Julia's work lay upon a table, near the fire; 
the bed stood at a little distance with its white, 
simple drapery; — ^in all was that quiet and spotless 
neatness which is as a type of the inmate's miod. 
My eye took the whole scene at a glance. And 
Julia herself — reclined on a chair — ^her head bu- 
ried in her hands — sobbing violently — and the 
maid pale and terrified before her, having lost all 
presence of mind, all attempt to cheer her mis- 
tress, much less to persuade! I threw myself at 
Julia's feet, andattempted to seize hor hand; she 
started up, with a faint cry of terror. 

" You!" she said, with keen reproach. <* I did 
not expect this from you! Go — go! What would 
you have? What could you think of me — at this 
hour — ^in this room?" — ^and as she said the last 
words, she again hid her face with her hands, but 
only for a moment. " Go !" she exclaimed, in a 
sterner voice. *^Go instantly, or — ^" 

"Or what, Julia! You will raise the house^ 
Do so? In the face of all — ^foes or friends — I will 
demand the right to see and spciak with you — this 
night, and alone. Now summon the house. In 
the name of indomitable love I swear that I will 
be heard." 

Julia only waved her hand in yet stronger agita- 
tion than before. 

'* What do you fear?" I resumed, in a softer 
whisper. " Is it I? I who, for your sake, gave 
up even the attempt to see you till now. And now^ 
what brings me hither? A selfish purpose? No I 
it is for your happiness that I come. Julia^I 
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fancied y<fti well — at ease — forgetting me; and I 
bore my own wretchedness without a murmur. 
I heard of you HI, pining — ^living only on the past; 
I fprgot all prudenee, and I am here. Now, do 
you blame^ or do you yet imagine that this love is 
of a nature which you have cause to fear? Answer 
me, Julia !'* 

"I cannot — I cannot — ^here! — and now — go, I 
implore you, and to-morrow I will see you." 

"This night, or npver," said I, rising and fold- 
ing my arnpis. 

Julia turned round, gazing on my face with so 
anxious, so inquiring, so alarmed a look, that it 
checked my growing courage; then turning to the 
seryantf she grasped her firmly by the arm, and 
muttered, "Pbw will not leave me?'* 

" Julia, have I deserved this? Be yourself, and 
be just.to me.'' 

*< Not here, I say; not here,'' cried Julia, in so 
vehement ^ tone, that I feared it might alarm the 
house. 

<<Hush, hush! Well, then," said I, "come 
down stairs; doubtless the sitting room below is 
vacant enough; there, then, let me see you only 
for a few minutes, and I will leave you contented, 
and blessing your name." 

^ I will," said Julia, gaspingly. ^< Go, I will 
follow you." 

"Promise!" 

" Yes, yes; I promise!" 

•< Enough; I am satisfied." 

Once more I descended the stairs, and sat my- 
self quietly on the last step. I did not wait many 

♦18 
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moments. . Shading the light with her hand, JuEa 
stole down, and opened a door in the passage. We 
were in a little parlour, — the gaping servant was 
about also to enter. I whispered her to stay without 
Julia did not seem to observe or to heed this. Per- 
haps in this apartment — connected with all the as- 
sociations of daylight and safety — she felt herself 
secure. She appeared, too, to look round the little 
room with a satisfied air, and her face, though very 
pale, had lost its aspect of fear. 

The room was cold, and looked desolate enough, 
heaven knows; — the furniture all disarranged and 
scattered, the tables strewed ^ with litter, the rug 
turned up, the ashes in the grate. But Julia here 
suffered me to take her hand, — and Julia here leant 
upon my bosom, and I kissed away the tears from 
her eyes, and she confessed she had been very, very 
unhappy. «. 

.Then, with all the power that Love gives us over 
the one beloved — that soft despotism which melts 
away the will — I urged my suite to Julia, and in>-. 
plored her to let us become the world to each 
otlier. And Julia had yet the virtue to refuse, 
and her frank simplicity had already hi\£ restored 
ray own better angel to myself, when I heard a 
slight alarmed scream from the servant without — 
an angry voice — the door opened; — I saw a female 
whom I was at no loss to conjecture must be Julia's 
sister. What a picture it made ! The good lady 
with her bonnet de nidty and, her — but, alas! the 
story is too serious for jest; yet imagine how the 
small things of life interfere with its great events: 
the widow bad come down to look for her keys 
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that she had left behind. Thp pathetic — the pas- 
sionate — all marred by a bunch of keys. She 
looked hard at me before she even deigned to re- 
gard my companion; and then approaching us^she 
took Julia roughly enough by the arm. 

"Go up stairs, go!^^ said she. **How have 
you deceived me. And you, sir, what do you 
here? .Who are you?" 

<< My dear lady, take a chair, and let us have 
some rational conversation." 

" Sir, do you mean to insult me?" 

** How can you imagine I do?" 
^ Leave the house this instant, or I shall order in 
the Policeman!"^ 

"Not you!" 

«* How!— will I not?" 

Julia, glad of an escape, had already glided from 
the room. 

" Madam," said I, "listen to me, I will not leave 
this apartment until I have exonerated your sis- 
ter from all blame in this interview. I entered 
the house unknown to her : I went at once to her 
Own room — you start; it was so; I speak the truth. 
I insisted on speaking to her, as I insist on speak- 
ing to you now; and if you will not hear me, know 
the result; it is this — I will visit this house, guard 
it as you can: — day and night I will visit it, until 
it hold Julia no more, — until she is mine I Is this 
the. language of a man whom you can control? 
Come, be seated, and hear me." 

The mistress of the house mechanically took a 
chair. We conversed together for more thair an 
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hour. And I found that Julia had been courtei 
the year before by a man in excellent circum- 
stances, of her own age^ and her own station in 
life; that she had once appeared disposed to fa^ 
vour his suit, and that, since sh^ had known mCf 
she had rejected it. The sister was very anxious 
she should not accept it She appealed to me 
whether I should persevere in a suit that could 
not end honourably to Julia — to the exclusion of 
one that would secure to her affluence, respecta- 
bility, a station, and a home. I was struck by this 
appeal. The widow was, like most of her class, 
a shrewd and worldly woman enough : she followed 
up the advantage she had gained; and, at length, 
imboldened by my silence, and depending greatly 
on my evident passion for Julia, she threw out a 
pretty broad hint that the only way to finish the 
dispute fairly was to marry Julia myself. Now, if 
there be any propensity common to a sensible man 
of the world, it is suspicion. I immediately sus- 
pected that I was to be " taken inP^ G>uld Julia 
connive at this ? Had her reserve so great> yet 
her love so acknowledged, been lures to fascinate 
me into the snare ? I did not yield to the suspi* 
cion, but, somehow or other, it remained half un- 
consciously on my mind, So great was my love 
for Julia, that^ had it been less suddenly formed, 
I might have sacrificed all, and married her; but, 
in sudden passions, there is 720 esteem. You are 
ashamed, you are afraid of indulging them to their 
full extent;: — ^you feel that as yet you are the 
dupC; if not of others, at least of your own senses. 
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9nd the very knowledge of the excess of your pas- 
sion puts you on your guard lest you should be be- 
trayed by it I said nothing in answer to the wi- 
dow's suggestion, but I suffered her to suppose from 
my manner, that it might have its effect I left 
the house after an amicable compromise. On my 
part I engaged not to address Julia herself any 
more. On the widow's part, she promised, that, 
on applying to Aer,she would suffer me at any time 
to see Julia, even alone. 

For the next two days, I held a sharp contest 
with myself. Could I, with love still burning in 
every vein, consent to renounce Julia? Yet could 
I consent to deprive her of the holy and respected 
station she had it in. her power to hold, to pursue 
my suit, to accomplish its purpose in her degrada- 
tion? A third choice was left me : should I obey 
the sister's hint, and proffer marriage? — Marriage 
with one beautiful, indeed, simple, amiable, but 
without birth, education; without sympathy with 
myself in a single thought or habit ? be the fool of 
my own desire, and purchase what I had the sense 
to feel must be a discontented and ill-mated life, 
for the mere worship of external qualities ? Yet, 
yef, — in a word, I felt as if I could arrive at no 
decision for myself. I remembered an old friend 
and adviser of my youth, — to him, then, I resolved 
to apply for counsel. 

John Mannering is about sixty years of age; he 
is of a mild temper, of great experience, of kind- 
ly manners, and of a morality which professes to 
be practicable rather than strict He bad guided 



I 



214 ASMODEUS AT LARGE. 

me from many errors in the earlier part of my 
life, but he had impressed no clear principle oo 
my mind in order to guide myself! His own virtue , 
was without system, the result of a good heart, 
though not an ardent one; and a mind which did 
not aspire beyond a certain elevation, — not from 
the want of a clear sense, but of enthusiasm.— 
Such as he was, he was the best adviser I knew 
of; for he was among the few who can sympa- 
thize with your feelings as well as your interests. 
With him I conversed long and freely. His ad-' 
vice was obvious — to renounce Julia. I went 
home, I reasoned with myself; I sat down and be- 
gan twenty letters; I tore them all in a rage. I 
could not help picturing to my mind Julia pining 
and in despair^ and in affecting to myself to feel . 
only for her, I compassionated my own situation. 
At length Love prevailed over all. I resolved to 
call on the widow, to request permission to be al« 
lowed to visit Julia at her house, and, without pro- 
mising marriage, still to pay her honourable court- 
ship, with a view of ascertaining if our tempers 
and dispositions were as congenial as^our hearts. 
I fancied such a proposition seemed exceedingly rear 
sonahle and common sense like. I shut my eyes to 
the consequences, and knowing how malleable is 
the nature of woman in youth, I pleased myself 
with that notion which has deceived so many, vi- 
sionaries, that I should be able to perfect her edu- 
cation, and that, after a few years' travel on tl^ 
continent, I might feel as proud of her mind as 1. 
was now transported with her person. Meanwhile, 
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*^ow tempting was the compromise with my feel- 
ii^I — ^I should see her — converse with her! — live 
*n the atmosphere of her presence ! 

The next day I called on the sister; whose dark, 
•hrewd eye sparkled at my proposition. All was 
arranged ! I saw Julia ! What delight beamed 
ID her face! With what smiles and tears she 
threw herself in my arms! I was satisfied and 
happy. 

And now I called every day, and every day 
saw Julia: but after the first interview, the charm 
was broken! I saw with new eyes! The sister, 
commercial to the back-bone of her soul, was de- 
lighted, indeed at the thought of the step in life 
her sister was to make. Julia was evidently im- 
pressed by the widow's joy and visions of splen- 
dour evidently mingled with those of love. What 
more natural? Love, perhaps, predominated over 
all; but was it possible that, in a young and im- 
aginative mind,^ the worldly vanities should be 
Tvholly dormant? Yet it was natural, also, that 
my suspicion should be roused, — that I should 
fear I was deceived, — that I might have been de- 
signedly led on to this step, — that what had 
seemed nature in Julia was in reality art! 

1 looked in her face and its sunny and beautiful 
candour reassured me — but the moment afterwards 
the thought forced itself upon me again — I recalled 
also the instances I had ever known of unequal 
marriages, and I fancied I saw unhappines& in all 
— ^it seemed to me, in all, that the superior had 
been palpably duped. Thus a coldness insensibly 
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crept over the wonted ardour of mj manner, and 
instead of that bleaed thoughtlessness, that Elysian 
credulity, with winch lovers should give diem- 
selves up to the transport of the hour, and imagioe 
that each is the centre of all perfection, 1 became 
restless and vigilant — for ever sifting motives, and 
diving deeper than the sweet surface of the pre- 
'sent time* My mind thus influ^ced — the delu- 
sion that conceals all faults and uncongenialities 
gradually evaporated — 1 noted a thousand things 
in Julia that made me start at the notion of seeing 
her become my wife. So long as marriage had 
not entered into my views — so long those faults 
had not touched me — ^had passed unheeded; — ^I 
saw her now with other eyes. When I sought in 
her love and beauty alone I was contented to ask 
no more. At present I sought more; she was to 
become the companion of a life, and I was alarmed, 
nay, I even exaggerated the petty causes of my dis- 
pleasure; an inelegance of expression— a negli- 
gence of conventional forms — fretted and irritated 
me in her far more than they would have done 
ill one of my own station. 

When love first becomes reasonable, it soon af- 
terwards grows unjust I did not scruple to com- 
municate to Julia all tho little occurrences of the 
day, or little points in her manner, that had an- 
noyed me; and I found that she did not take my 
suggestions, mild and guarded as they were, in a 
manner I thought I had a right to expect. She 
had been accustomed to see me enamoured of her 
lightest word or gesture — she was not prepared 
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to fidd me bow caviiiing aiid reproving; her ikce, 
always ingenuous, evinced at once her mortifica- 
tion at the change. She thought me always in 
ibe wrong, wearisome, exacting, and unjust She 
never openly resented at first, merely pouted out 
her pretty lip and was silent for the next half 
liour; but, by degrees, my beautiful Julia began 
16 evince traces jif a " spirit " — a spirit not, indeed, 
unfeminine, and never loud — a, spirit of sorrow 
rather than anger: I was ungenerous (she said)— - 
I had never found these faults before — I had never 
required all this perfection — ^and then she wept ; — 
and that went to my heart ; and I was not satisfied 
with myself till she smiled again. But it was.easy 
to perceive that from taking pleasure in each 
other's society we grew by degrees to find embar- 
rainment; — the fear of a quarrel, discontent, and 
a certain pain supplying the place of eager and 
all absorbing rapture; and when I looked to the 
iitturey I trembled. In a word — I repeat once 
H»re— ^ The charm zgasgonel" 

Oh» epoch in the history of human passions! 
when that phrase u spoken, what volumes does it 
not convey?— what bitter, what irremediable disap* 
pcMntmentI — ^what dread conviction of the fallacy 
of hope and the false colouring of imagination I—* 
whtft a chill and dark transition — from life as we 
fancied it, to life as it is ! — In the Arabian tale, 
^wben one eye was touched with the mystic oint- 
metxtf all the treasures of the earth became visi- 
ble, and the sterile rock was transformed into 
mines ot inexhaustible wealth : but when the same 
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qpell is extended to both eyes the deluidon vani^es 
— ^the earth relapses into its ancient barrenness — 
and the *mine fades once more into the desert;^— 
90 in the experience of the passions^— -while we are 
as jet but partially the creatures of the enchant* 
ment, we are blessed with a power to discover 
glory in all things, — we are as magicians — ^we are as 
gods! — we are not contented — ^we demand more- 
custom touches both eyes — and» lo! the vision is 
departed, and we are al^ne in the wilderness 
again! 

One evening after one of our usual quarrels and 
reconciliations^ Julia's spirits seemed raised into 
more than usual reaction. There were three or four 
of her friends present — a sort of party — ^her cou- 
sins (the fortune seekers) among the rest — and she 
Was the life of the circle. In proportion, to her 
gaiety was my discontent; I fancied she combined 
with the widow, who evidently wanted to "shov^ 
me off/' in her own damnable phrase, as her sis- 
ter's wooer: and this is a position ia which no to- 
lerably fastidious man likes to be placed: add to 
this, my readers very well know that people who 
have no inelegance when subdued, throw off a 
thousand little grossitrities when they are elated. 
No ordeal is harder for a young and lovely wo- 
man, who has not been brought up conventionally ^ 
to pass with graoe, than that of her own unre- 
strained merriment. Levity requires polish in pro- 
portion to your interest in the person ¥^o indulges 
it; and levity in his mistress is almost always dis-- 
pleasing to a passionate lover. Love is so very 
grave and so very refined a deity. In short, every 
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instant added to my secret vexation. I absolvitely 
coloured with rage at every jest bandied between 
poor Julia and her companions. I, swear I think 
I could have beat her^ with a safe conscience. The 
party went; now came my turn. I remonstrated 
•—Julia replied — we both lost our temper. I fan- 
cied then I was entirely in the right; but now, 
alas! I will believe myself wrong: it is some sa^ 
orifice to a dread memory to own it 

^* You always repine at my happiness/' said 
Julia; "to be merry is always in your eyes a 
crime; I cannot bear this tyranny; I am not your 
wife, and if I were I would not bear it. If I, dis- 
please you now, what shall I do hereafter?'^ 

" But, my dear Julia, you can so easily avoid the 
little peculiarities I dislike. Believe me unreason- 
able — ^perhaps I am so. It is some pleasure to a 
generous mind to sacrifice to the unreasonableness 
of one we love. In a word, I own it frankly, if y5u 
meet all my wishes with this obstinacy, we can- 
not be happyi and ^and " 

" I see,'\interrupted Julia, with unwonted ve^- 
hemence, " I see what you would say; you are 
tired of me; you feel that I do not suit your ideal 
notions. — ^You thought me all perfect when you 
designed me for your victim; but now, that you 
think something is to be sacrificed on your part, 
you think only of that paltry sacrifice, and demand 
of me an impossible perfection in return!'^ 

There was so much truth in this reproach that 
jit stung me tQ^the quick. It was indelicate, per- 
haps, in Julia, to usq i^r-^it wa^ oei;'t^ii)ly Mnwi^c^. 
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I tarned pale wilh angN*. 

-<< Madami^' I began, with that coarteay which 
conveys all reproach, 

« Madam f' repeated Julia, turning suddenly 
round— rher lips parted — her eyes flashing through 
her tearS'-'-^Jarm — grief — ^but also indignation qui- 
vering in every muscle. — ^' Is it come to this? — Go ! 
— ^Let us part— -my love ceases since I see yours 
is over! Were you twice as wealthy — twice as 
proud — I would not humble myself to be beholden 
to your justice insfead of your affection — ^rather — 
rather — oh God !^ — rather would I have sacrificed 
myself — given up all to. you — ^than accept one ad- 
vantage from the man who considers it an honour. 
Let us part'' 

Julia had evidently conceived the- word I had 
used in cold and bitter respect, as an irony on her 
station as well as a proof of coldness; but I did not 
stop to consider whether or not she was reasonably 
provoked; her disdain for the sacrifice I thought 
so great galled me — the violence of her passion 
revolted. I thought only of the escape ^he of- 
fered me-^ — " Let us parf — ^rang in my ear like 
a reprieve to a convict I rose at once— took my 
hat calmly — and not till I reached the door did I 
reply, 

" Enough, Julia--^we part for ever. You will 
hear from me to-morrow for the last time.'' 

I left the house and trod as on air. My love for 

Julia, long decreasing, seemed crushed at once. I 

imagined her former gentleness all hypocrisy; — 

J[ thought only of the termagant I had escapedL I 
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congratulated myself that she having broken the 
chain I was free and with honour. I did not then 
— no — nor till it was too late — recall the despair 
printed on her hueless face, when the calm low 
voice of my resolution broke upon her ear, and 
she saw that she had indeed lost me for ever. That 
image rises before me now; it will haunt me to 
my grave. Her features pale and locked — the 
pride, the resentment, all sunk, — merged in one 
incredulous, wild stony aspect of deserted love. 
Alas! — alas!— could I have believed that she felt so 
deeply ! I wrote to her the next day kindly and 
temperately, but such a tone made the wound deeper 
— I bade her farewell for ever. To her sister I wrote 
more fully. I said that our tempers were so tho- 
roughly unsuited, that no rational hope of happiness 
in our union could exist for either. I besought her 
not to persuade or induce her sister to marry the sui- 
tor who had formerly addressed her, unless she 
could return his afiTectlon. Whomsoever she mar- 
ried her fortune should be my care. Doubtless in a 
little time some one would be to her as dear as I 
onee had fancied myself to be. <^ Let,'' I said, <^ no 
disparity in fortune, then, be an obstacle on either 
side; I will cheerfully give up half my own to 
redeem whatever affliction I may have occasioned 
her." With this letter I entirely satisfied my 
conscience. 

It is almost incredible to think in how short a 
time the whole of these events had been crowded 
— witiiin how few weeks I had concentrated the 
whole history of Love! — ^its first mysterious seii- 
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'timent — ^its ardent pasBion — iU <; dissension — iis 
coolness — its breach — its everlasting farewell! 

In four days I received a letter from Julia's sis^ 
ter*-(none from Julia.) It was written in a tone 
of .pert and flippant insolence, which made me 
more than ever reconciled to the turn of events; 
but it contained one piece of news I did not hear 
with indifference, — Julia had accepted the offer of 
her former suitor, and was to be married next 
week. << She bids me say," wrote the widow, 
<< that she sees at once through your pretence, un- 
der an afiected wish for her happiness, to prevent 
her forming this respectable connexion; — she sees 
that you still assume the right to dictate to her, 
and that your offers of generosity are merely the 
condescensions of a fancied superiority; — she as- 
' mts yOQ, however, that your wish for her happi- 
nmi is already realized." 

This undeserved and insulting message com- 
pleted ^my conquest over any lurking remorse or 
regret; and I did not, in my resentment at Julia's 
injustice, perceive how much it was the operation 
of a wounded vanity upon a despairing heart 

I still lingered in town; and, some days after- 
wards, I went to dine in the neighbourhood of 
Westminster, at the house of one of the most jo- 
vial of boon companions. I had for some Weeks 
avoided society: the temporary cessation gave a 
new edge to my zest for its pleasures. The hours 
flew rapidly, — my spirits rose,-^and I enjoyed the 
present with a gust that had been long denied to 
me« 
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On leaving the house on foot, the fineness of th^ 
night, with its frosty air and clear stars, tempted 
me to turn from my direct way homeward, and I 
wandered, mechanically, towards a scene which 
has always possessed to me, at night, a great at- 
traction, viz., the bridge which divides the suburb 
from the very focus of the capital, with its proud 
abbey and gloomy Senate ! I walked to and fro the 
, bridge, — gazing at times on the dark waters, re- 
flecting the lights from the half-seen houses and 
the stars of the solemn heavens. My mind was 
filled with shadowy and vague presentiments: I 
felt awed and saddened, without a palpable cause; 
the late excitement of my spirits was succeeded 
by a melancholy reaction. I mused over the va- 
rious disappointments of my life, and the Ixion- 
like delusion with which I had so often wo(^ a 
deity and clasped a cloud. My history witlnu- 
lia made a principal part of these meditations; her 
image returned to me irresistibly, and with re- 
newed charms. In vain I endeavoured to recur 
to the feelings of self-acquittal and gratulation, 
which a few hours ago had actuated me; my heart 
was softened, and my memory refused to recall all 
harsher retrospection — ^her love — ^her innocence, 
only obtruded themselves upon me, and I sighed 
to Uiink that, perhaps, by this time she was irre- 
vocably anotheva. I retraced my steps,, and was 
now at the end of the bridge, when, just by the 
stairs, I perceived a crowd, and heard a vague and 
gathering clamour. A secret impulse hurried me 
to the place. I heard a policeman speaking with 



224 ASIfODHUS AT lARAE. 

the eagerneftf which characterizes the excitement 
of narration. 

^ My suspicions were aroused/' quoth he« ^ as I 
passed, and saw a female standing hj the bridge. 
So, you see, I kept loitering there, and a minute 
after I went gently up, and I heard the young 
woman groan; and she turned round as I came 
up, for I frightened her; and I never shall forget 
her face, — it was so wO-begone, — and yet she was 
so young and handsome. And so, you see, I spoke 
to her, and I said, says I, ^ Young woman, what 
do you do here at this hour?' And she said, * I am 
waiting for a boat; I expect my mother from 
Richmond.' * And somehow or other I was foolish 
enough to believe what she said — she looked so 
quiet and respectable like ; and I went away, you 
understand ; and in about a minute after (for I 
kejf»t near the spot) I heard a heavj splash in the 
water, and then I knew what it all was. I ran 
up, and I just saw her once rise ; and so as I could 
not swim, I gave the alarm, and we got the boat 
— ^but it was too late," 

"Poor girl {"lisped an old coster woman; "I 
dare say she was crossed in love." 

« What is this ?" said I, mixing with the crowd. 

** A young woman as has drowned herself, sir." 

** Where ? I do not see the body." 

" It be taken to the watch house, and the doc- 
tors are trying to recover it" 

A horrible idea had crossed my mind; — un* 
founded, improbable as it seemed, I felt as if com- 
pelled to confirm or remove it. I made the po- 



1SM0DEU8 AT LARQE. 286 

IkaiiMiii go with me to the watch house ;-— 1 pushed 
away the crowd — ^I approached the body. Oh, 
(jod, tbat white face — the heavy dripping hair— - 
the swollen form — and all tbat decent and maiden 
heanty, with the coarse cover half thrown over 
it ( — and the unsympathizing surgeons standing by ! 
and the unfamiliar facea of the women t What a 
scene! what a death bed \ Julia, Julia ! thou art 
avenged ( 

It was ber» then, whom I beheld; her — ^the vie* 
tim^ the self-destroyer. I hurry over the awful 
record. I am writing my own condemnation-^ 
stamping my own curse. They found upon the 
corpse a letter : drenched as it was^ I yet could 
decipher its characters; it was to me^ It rai^ 
thus: 

^ I believe now that I have been much to bkme, 
for I am writing calmly^ with a fixed determination 
not to live; and I see how much I have thrown 
away the love you once gave me. Yet I have 
loved you alwajns^— how dearly, I never told you, 
and never can tell! . But when you seemed to think 
80 much of your — ^what shall I say? — your conde- 
scension in marrying, perhaps, loving me, it mad- 
dened me to the brain; and, though I would have 
given worlds to please you, I could not bear to see 
the difference in your manner, after you came to 
see me daily, and to think of me as a woman ought 
to be thought of; and this, I know, made me seem 
cross, and peevish, and unamiable, — but I could 
not help it, — and so you ceased to love me; and I 
felt that, and longed, madly, to release you from 
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a tie you repented. The moment came for me to 
do SO9 and — we parted. Then you wrote to mCf 
and my sister made me see in the letter what, per- 
haps, you did not intend; but, indeed, I was only 
sensible to the thought that I bad lost you for ever, 
and that you scorned me. And then my vanity 
was roused, — and I knew you still loved me,— 
and I fancied I could revenge myself upon you by 
marrying another. But when I came to see, and 
meet, and smile upon that other, — ^and to feel the 
day approach, — and to reflect . that you had been 
all in all to me,— ^and that I was about to pass my 
whole life with one I loathed, after having loved 
80 well and so entirely, — I felt I had reckoned too 
much on my own strength, and that I could not 
sustain my courage any longer. Nothing is left 
to me in life; the anguish I suffer is intolerable; 
and I have, at length, made yp my mind to die. 
But think not I am a poor love-sick girl only. I 
am more; — I am still a revengeful woman. You 
have deserted me, and I know myself to blame; 
but I cannot bear that you should forget and de- 
spise me, as you would if I were to marry. I am 
about to force you to remember me for ever, — ^to 
be sorry for me, — to forgive me, — to love me bet^ 
ter than you have done yet, even when you loved 
me most. It is in this that I shall be revenged!" 
And with this wild turmoil of contending feel" 
ings — -the pride of womanhood wrestling with the 
softness — forgiveness with revenge — high emotions 
with erring principles-^agony, led on to death by 
one hope to be remembered and deplored ;-^with 
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this cibntest at thy heart didst thou go down to thy 
watery grave! 

What must have passed within thee in those 
- brief and terrible mtiments^ when thou stoodest 
by the dark waters — ^hesitating — lingering— fear- 
ing — ^yet resolved! And I was near thee in that 
hour, and knew thee not — at hand, and saved not! 
Oh! bitter was the revenge — lasting is the remem- 
brance! Henceforth, I ask no more of Human Af- 
fections: I stand alone on the Earth! 
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Thk ghost hunter and HIS FAMU.Y, by the OHm 
Family ; being the first volume of the lilnrary of Bomaace^ 
edited by Leitch Ritchie, author of ^ The RomaDce of fVench 
History, *« Heath's Picturesque Amiual," &c., and Tbomu 
Roscoe, author of *«The Landscape Annual,*' editor of *<Tbe 
English, Italian, German, and Spanish Novelists," &;c. To be 
continued in monthly volumes. 

** We are aaying much when we aay the "Gboet Hanter** sustaios the bifli 
repautioo the eutnor, Mr. BaDira, bat acquired. The story is admirably calea- 
lated Ibr developiiif strong and powerful traits of character, and its permoagei 
have about them nothing of indistinctness, of coaftision, of obscurity, bat an 
displayed in vivid relief, touched into and breathing of actual life.** — Xvitttr' 
tecJctfr. 

*' The Tale is one of true pathos, containing soiiie,very fine scenes, and several 
admirably sustained characters."— BaA. Jtmerican, 

**Mr. Banim, under the plural sobriquet of the*0*Hara Family,* has become 
one of the most pppular of modern novel writers. His style, his ceneeptions, 
and his descriptions, are peculiarly his own ; and his attempts to delineate tbe 
wild humor, and impetuous passion of Irish life, arduous and almost uneesayed 
as was the task, has been attended with the most signal and flattering success.** 
-^Tki Kniekerbacker. 

** A capital selection for a pioneer volume. It is the production of the cele- 
brated ** 0*Hara Family,'* and fiirnishes a fine picture of Irish life and manners, 
disdoeing, in a happy manner, much of the genuine nature, and many of the 
peculiarities, of that peculiar people. V(^hat will adcl exceedingly to the impres- 
sion made upon the reader, is the fact, that the plot is based upon actual occur- 
rences, and the characters, the most conspicuous of them, certainly, drawn firom 
real life.*'— Trowl&r. 

*' A tale of more interest, or one in which the manners and superstitions of 
the Irish are more faithfully portrayed, has seldom, if ever, fbJlen under our 
observation.**— ^«e&/y Times. 

Volume second, SCHINDERHANNES, the ROBBER of 
THE REDINE, by Leitch RrrcmE. 

*' It is long since we have met with so bold, spirited, and original a story ; the 
narrative carries us along like a horse at full gallop, divided between a pleasant 
feeling of terror and excitement ; while tbe darker colmrs of the painting are 
relieved by exquisite touches of femiuine truth and aflection.*'— lit. Chtzette. 

Volume third, WALTHAM, a Novel. 

Volume fourth, TALES of the CARAVANSERAI, byZJ.R 
Fraser, Author of the ** Kuzzilbash." 

Volume fifth, BUG JARGAL, a story of the Servile Wars 
of Saint Domingo, by Victor Hugo. 

A succession of the most popular names in romantic literature 
will immcidiately fi)llow. 
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LONDON NIGHTS' ENTERTAINMENTS, by Lettch 
Rttchte. In the press. 

This work is supposed by eminent cfitics to be tbe chef d'oDovre of the author. 
** Mr. Ritchie is by fkr oar best writer of romantic and imaginative tales," was 
tke dictum of the Literary Gkizette — and the Atlas pronounces him " the Scott 
of tbe short, picturesque, and bold story." 

** The power of fascinating the reader, of chaining him down, as it were, 
while his fkney is tormented by terrible imiu^inings, is the principal character- 
istic of Mr Leitch Ritcnie's pictures."— Ztfmwn Weekly Review. 

Thb principles of CHRISTIAN PinLOSOPHY; con- 
taining the Doctrines, Duties, Admonitions, and Consolations of 
the ^ristian Reli^on, by John Burns, M. D., F. R. S. From 
the 4th London edition. In the press. 

Thb LADY'S MEDICAL GUIDE, being a popular treatise on 
the [causes, prevention, and mode of treatment of the diseases 
to which females are particularly subject By Richard Reece, 
M. D. A small pocket volume. 

PENCIL SKETCHES; or Outlines op Incident and Char- 
acter, by Miss Lesue. In the pres». 

ContcTUs. — The Escorted Lady — A Pic-nic at the Sea Shore — 
The Miss Vanlears — Sociable Visitinof — ^Country Lodgings — Frank 
Finlay — ^The Travelling Tin-man — Uncle Philip— Mrs. Washing- 
ton Potts. 

ROSINE LAVAL, a Novel. In tlie press. 
DELORAINE, a Novel, by W. Godwin, Author of Caleb Wil- 
liams, St Leon, 6lc. In 2 vols. In the press. 

EBEN ERSKINE ; or, THE TRAVELLER ; a Novel, in 2 
vols., by John Galt, Esq., Author of Annals of the Parish, &c. 

JOURNAL OF CONVERSATIONS with LORD BYRON, by 
the Countess of Bubssington. In the press. 

The LAST MAN ; by Mrs. Shelley, Author of Frankenstein. 
In 2 vol& In the press. 

LIGHTS and SHADOWS of GERMAN LIFE. In 2 vols. 
In the press. 

"The pictures here given of German life have an interest which to us is per- 
fectly irresistible/'— SKuday Times. 

*' The work under our notice has great claims to the consideration of every 
reader who likes good tales, in which he will find every thing in keeping.**— 
MetropoUtan, 

TALES AND CONVERSATIONS ; or The New Children's 
Friend, by Mrs. Markham. In 2 vols. 18mo. In the press. 
*' We conscientioudy recommend Mrs. Markham to our Juvenile Readers."— 

Lit. ChizeiU. 
** These volumes contain excellent instruction in a very agreeable form.**— 

Spectator. 

The life of a SAILOR. Bv Captain Frederick Chamibr, 
R. N. In 2 vols. 12mo. In the press. 

" Most various and amusing volumes, embodying the real Adventures of a 
Captain in the Navy.**— Z;<e. Gazette. 

** Gaptain Charaier has had a full share of adventure, and undoubtedly pos- 
sesses a fhcility of style and a playful manner. If ever there was a story to 
excite sympathy, to interest the feelings, and awaken the imagination of the 
reading world, it is the story of sharks, in this autobiography.*'- j{^f«tetsr. 
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MIUTARY MEMOIRS of the DUKE of WELLINGTON.] 
By Caft. Motlk Sherer, Author of Recollections of the] 
Peninsula. In 2 vols. 18ma 

" Tlie tone of feeling and reflection wluc]i penrndee the work is in the duraC' 
teristic mood of the writer, Goneiderate, ardent, and chivalrous ; bis prisciplei, 
as miyht be expected, are sound and independent, and bis langnace is freqseBtlj 
rieh in those beauties which distlnipiish bis previous writings. To us ii appesn 
a work which will not discredit its illustrious subject." — United Servict Jwrwal. 

THE COMPLETE POETICAL WORKS OF JOANNA 
BAILUE. IvoLSva 

This edition corresponds with the Library Editions of Byron, Scott, Moore. &c. I 
" Mils Baillie's Plays on the Passions Imve been long known as among tbe 
best in the language. No one who reads them can entertain a doubt of the char- 
acter of the writer's affections. Such works cotold never have been dictated by 
a cold heart.*'— CArj<tiaa Examiner. 

" We are among the most earnest admirers of her genius, her literary attain- 
ments and skill, her diction, her success, her moral designs, and her personal 
worth. Some of her tra^ies have deservedly passed into the stock of the prin- 
cipal British and American theatres. They are express developments and de- 
lineations of the pasiuon^i marked by a deep insight into human nature, great 
dranMtic power of treatment, a fertile spirit of poetry, and the loftiest and 
purest moral sentiment."— AVitiona/ Ometto. 

TREATISE ON CLOCK and WATCHMAKLXG, Tiieoretical 
and Practical By Thom.\8 Reid, Eriinburtrh Honorary Mem- 
ber of the Worshipfiil Compiny '»i* Clock-Makers, liondon. 
Royal Svo. IllustrateJ by nu.iijrous Plates. 

GEOLOGICAL MANUAL By II. T. Db l\ Beciie. In Svo. 
with numerous wood-cuts. 

" A work of first-rate importance in the science to which it relates, and whirh 
must henceforth take its place in the library of every student in Geology." — 
PJU(. MagauM. 

" Mr. De la Beche's Geological Manual is the first and best work of the kind, 
and he has performed bis task with a perfect knowledge of all that has been 
ascertained in Geology, and with considerable judgment and tastt* in the man- 
ner of doing it. So much geological science was never before compressed in so 
small a space." — Spectator. 

HISTORY OP ENGLAND, by Sir James MACiairTOSH. Octavo 

edition. In the press, 

%* The first voliune of this edition will contain the same matter as tbe fi.nst 
thrae volumes of the 18mo. edition. 

A COLLECTION OF COLLOQUIAL PHRASES, on every 
subject necessary to maintain Conversation, the whole so dis- 
posed as considerably to facilitate the acquisition of the Italian 
limguage. By an Italian Gentleman. 1 vol. 18mo. 

NOVELLE rrAUANE.— Stories from Italian Writers, with a 
literal, interlmear translation on Lockers plan of Classical 
Instruction, illustrated with Notes. First American from the 
last London edition, with additional translations and notea 
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MISCELLANEOUS. 



TOUR OF ▲ GERMAN PRINCE, (Puckler Muskau,) through 
the Soutiieni and Western parts of England, Wales, Ireland, 
and France. In 8va Second American editkm. 

** It'eooUibui the leasl prejudiced and most acute notice* ffe have read of the 
haUtfl utd modea of thinking of Englishmon, and the merits and defects of the 
ooantry and soetoty."— Ofote. 

CONVERSATIONS with LORD BYRON on the SUBJECT 
OF RELIGION. By J. Ksnnkot, M. D. 12ma 

GLEANINGS in NATURAL HISTORY, with Local Recol- 
lections. By Edward Jesse, Esq. To which are added, Maxims 
and Hints for Anglers. From the second London edition. 

" A work that will be fondly treasured by every true lover of nature,"— A»w 
MnUkif Mag. 

" We hazard bat little in predicting that this volume will be a favorite with 
a large class of readers. It is written by a true lover of nature, and one who 
most pleasantly records his actual observations.**— lie. Gaz. 

A MEMOIR OF FELIX NEFF, Pastor of the High Alps, and 
of his Labors among the French Protestants of Dauphine, a 
remnant of the Primitive Christians of Gaul. By William 
Stephen Gillt, M. A. 18mo. 

** It is a history which no Christian can read without profit— it depicts scenes 
of dJscouratement and severe trial, surmounted by an ardent devotion to the 
cause of religion ; and presents a plain unvarnished narrative of the life of an 
bannble bat good man, whose Christian labors may be safely and profitably 
imitated.**— £o. PmL 

The economy of MACHINERY akd MANUFACTURES. 

By Chares Babbaoe. 18mo. 

**Of the many publications which have recently issued firom the press, calcu- 
lated to give a popular and attractive form to the results of science, we look upon 
this volume as by far the most valuable. Mr. Babbage's name is well known 
in connexion with the general subject of which he has here undertaken to treat. 
But it will be difficult for the reader who does not possess the volume itself, to 
understand the happy style, the judgment and tact, by means of which the au- 
tlior has contrived to lend almost the charm of romance to the apparently dry 
and technical theme which he has chosen.*'— .A/onfA/y Rev. 

OUSELETS REMARKS on the STATISTICS and POLITI- 
CAL INSTITUTIONS of the UNITED STATES. 

*' The author is a man of solid sense, firiendly to this country, and his remarks 
have the value and interest of which his character and inquiries authorized 
the expectation.*' — AVitiaiia/ Gazstt«. 

TWO YEARS AND A HALF IN THE NAVY, or. Journal 
OF A Cruise in the Mediterranean and Levant, on board 
the U. S. Frigate Constellation, in the Years 1829, 1880, 
and 1831. By E. C. Wines. In 2 vols. Iteo. 

** The author is a gentleman of dasaical education, a shrewd observer, a lively 
writer, whose natural manner is always agreeable ; whose various matter is 
generally entertaining and instructive ; and whose descriptions are remarkably 
fraplite. The greater portion of his pages have yielded us both profit and 
ptettore.**— A^. Ota, 
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Jtt(0cellantimiL 



NOTES oil ITALY, during the yean 1829^3a By RnfBRAiayr 
Pbalb. In 1 vol. dva 

** This artist will gratify all reasonable expectation ; he is neither oetenu- 
tioui, nor dugmatiou, nor too minute ; he in not a partiaaB nor a carper ; he ad- 
mires without servility, be criticises wtthoat malerc^nce; his frankness and 
good humor give an agreeable color and eAct to all his decisions, and the ol()ect 
of them ; his book leaves a useful general idea of the names, works, and deserti, 
of the great masters; it is an instractive and entertaining index." — Altf. Cfv. 

" We hare made a copious extract in preceding columns from this interesting 
work of our countryman, RemlMandt Peale, recentlv published. It has received 
high commendation from respectaUe sources, which is Justified by the portioiu 
ws have seen extracted."— Orauaereta/ Monti$er, 

** Mr. Peale must be allowed the credit of candor and entire freedom from afie9> 
tation in the Judgments he has passed. At tbe same time, we should not omit to 
notice the variety, extent, and minuteness of his examinations. No churcb, 
gallery, or collection, was passed by, and most of the individual jactures an 
separately and careflilly noticed." — Jim, Quarterly Reoitw. I 

MEMOIRS OF THE LIFE of SIR WALTER RALEGH, with 
some account of the Period in which he lived. By Mrs. A. T. 
Thomson. With a portrait 

'* Such is the outline of a life, which, in Mrs. Thomson*s hands, is a mine of in- 
terest ; from the first page to the last Hie attention is roused and sustained, and 
while we apfMrove the manner, we still more applaud the spirit in which it is 
executed."— Zitt«rary OazeUe. 

*' In all respects a most appropriate volume for the Cabinet Library. We 
shall take an opportunity in another notice, to give some of the many interost- 
ing passages in the volume that offer themselves for quotation.**— JV*. F. Amar. 

** The book is unquestionably the beat Life of Ralegh that has eru bees 
written."— ^^ttiR. 

** This is a piece of biography which combines the fksdnations of romance 
with the deeper interest that attaches to historical narrative."— <8sa<A. Patriot. 



ELEGANT LIBRARY EDITIONS 

of the voujowma vtokeb. 



WORKS OF JOANNA BAILLIE. Complete in 1 volume Sm 

WORKS OF HENRY FIELDING. In 2 vola 8va. with a por- 
trait 

WORKS OF TOBIAS SMOLLETT. In 2 volumes 8va, with 
a portrait (In the press.) 

SELECT SPEECHES of the Rt. Hon. GEORGE CAN- 
NING. Edited by Robert Walsh, Esq. With a Bi^raphical 
and Critical Introduction, by the Editor. 1 vol 8va (In press.) 

SELECT SPEECHES of the Rt. Hon. WILUAM HUS- 
KISSON, AND OF THE Rt. Hon. WILLIAM WINDHAM. 
Edited by Robert Walsh, Esq. With a Biographical and 
Critical Introduction, by tlio Editor. In 1 ypL 8va (In press.) 



*J 



FAMILY CABINET ATLAS. 



Tbb family cabinet atlas, ooMfirntvcTED upon an oki- 
GiKAL flan: Being a C^ompanion to the Encyclopiedia Ameri- 
cana, Cabinet Cyclopcedia, FamUy library, Cabinet Library, 6cc 

TkiM Atlas comprises, in a volume of the Family Library size, nearly 100 Maps 
■Dd Tables, which present equal to fyty TVimuand A7ime« qf Placu; a body 
of information three times as extensive as that supplied by the generality of 

Opinions rf the Public Journals, 

'"nUs beautiful and mw* useful little voluDsie/* says the Literary Gazette, 
"is a perfect picture of elegance, containing a vast sum of geographical infor- 
BUtion. A more instructive little present, or a cift butter calculated to be long 
preserved ao'l cftun referred to, could not be ofiered to favored youth of either 
•ex. Its chtrapnesH, we must add, is another recommendation ; for, althoujgh 
this elegant publication contains 100 beautiful engravings, it is issued at a pcice 
that can bo no obstacle to its being procured by every parent and friend to youth.** 

" This Atlas far surpasses .an^jr thing of the kind which we have seen, and is 
made to suit the pojpular libraries which Dr. Larducr and Mr. Murray are now 
sending into every family in the empire.*'— JlfonrA/y Reoiae. 

** Its very ingenious method of arrangement secures to the geographical stu- 
dent the information for which hitherto he has been obliged to resort to works 
of the largest dimensions.'* — JUheiunitn. 

" This miniature and beautiful Atlas is likely to supersede, for general pur- 
poses, maps of a more expensive and elaborate character. It appears to us to 
answer the double purpose of exercising the attention, while it imprints all that 
is important in Geo^ajthy on the memoty.^^—Jitlas. 

** Tbe workmanship is among the beat of the kind we have ever witnessed.*'— 
Examiner. 

" It contains all the information to be derived from the most expensive and 
unwieldy Atlas."— ForJ; Oourant. 

** An excellent little work, engraved with a clearness and correctness whicli 
is quite surprising : when complete, travellers will have a system of Geogruplijr 
and a complete Atlas, which they may carry in their pocket.**— Spectator. 
' *' This is the most perfect gem of an Atlas which has ever been published."— 
Bfialot Journal. 

** It corresponds in size with those popular publications to which it will form 
■o nsefiil an addition— namely, ' The Family Library,' * The Classical Library,' 
and * Cabinet Cyclopoedia.* **— Court Journal. 

** Nothing could be devised better calculated to imivesa upon the mind a know- 
ledge of the general principles of Geogra^y, than the plan of this publication." 
— Tko Warder. 

*• It will be a crying shame in this age of intellect, if this able and beautiful 
work be not extensively patronized ; but we cannot doubt the success which we 
fed assured its intrinsic merits must secure to it." — InteUigoncer. 

**It is seared in the nature of things, that a wwk of so much paUie service 
sbopld fail in meeting with that extensive patronage which can alone reaune- 
rate the projectors."— Le«(b Intelligencer. 

** TIm plates are beautifully executed ; and the seographical student may ob- 
tain in this little work, such is the excellence of its arrangement, as much in- 
fiMrmation as he could gain by wading through several books of far greater 
bulk.*'— IFeeJUy Dispatch. 

" We have seldom seen a work so perfect in its arrangement, and so elegant 
in its execution." — York CourauL 

" For the accuracy of its delineation, and the extent of the information which 
it conveys, it stands without a rival in English topography."— IVeesum's Jmrw. 

** The plan of this useful and elegant work may, indeed, be called originaL 
The atvle and execution of the Maps are of the first character."— fKoafsMr^s Ef- 
ter and PlfnunUk Chizette. 

** This work is one of the most useful publicationa which has yet issued firom 
the preas ; it will be an unique and brilliant acceesion to the library, and a very 
aaeral work to the student in €leography ."— iZsadin^ Jtfmmry 4> Oiford GaiotU. 

** lu qualifications will render it one of the moat popvlar, highly inteKStiog, 
ABi uaeful publications of the day,**— L iw r p ssi f Courtir. 



JUST FVBLISHKD BT CABST, IdBA, 4b WULMCUAMSk 



THE HEIDENMAUER; or, THE BENEDICTINEa By the 
Author of the Spy, Pilot, Red Rover, &c 2 vols. 12mo. bd& 

** We canaot but remark on the verHttility of Mr. Cooper's feoiin, wtt 
imperts equal life to the wild Indian, the weatherbeaten sailor, the nietoreaBH 
piimte, the romantic and mysterioos tyranny of Venice, and the bold ftanl 
spirit of the middle afes. In this veiy work, Heiarich, the borgomaster, ii • 
complete Flemish picture.**— Iitterary ChMtie. 

FRANKENSTEIN; or, THE MODERN PROMETHED& 
By Mart W. Shellkt, Author of the Last Man, Perkin Wa^ 
beck, &c. 2 voLs. 

*' Vif orous, terrible, and with its interest sustained to the last, Frankensteis 
is certainly one of the most original works that ever proceeded from a female 
pea.**— Litemry Omxttte, 

THE RECTORY OP VALEHEAD. By the Rev. Ronff 

Wilson Evahs, M A. 

"Universally and cordially do we recommend this delightfhl volume. Im- 
pressed with the genuine spirit of Christianity; a diary, as it were, of the fed- 
mgs, hopes, and sorrows of a fhmily,— it comes home to all, either in symjiatlqr 
or example. It is a beautiful picture of a religious household, influenaeg to 
excellence all within its sphere. We believe no person could read this vraik, 
and not be the better for its pious and touching lessons.** — IMerary Oazttte. 

** We fearlemly pronounce this delightfVil little volume to be not only one ef 
the most faultless, but every way valuaUe works it has ever fUlen to onr lot 
to recommend to public perusal.*'— SCaMforrffTeraM. 

"The Rectory of Valehead is a beautiful model of domestic life in the Christiia 
homeof a well-regulated family, and combines literary amusement with the moA 
refined and intellectual improvement.** — Scotsman. 



SmSS AUSTEH. 



ELIZABETH BENNET ; or, Pride and Prejudice. In^ vok 
12ina By Miss Austen. 

** One of the first female novelists.**— 5ir Walter Scott. 
'"The most correct of female writers, Miss Austen.**— JUFm JRtford, in Ovr 
Filiate. 

*' Her fables appear to us, in their own way, nearly faultless. * * * She con* 
ducts her conversations with a regard to character hardly exceeded by ffliakspears 
himself. Like him, she shows as admirable a discrimination in the character of 
fools, as of people of sense : a merit which is flur from common. * * * Thoss 
who delight in the study of human nature, may improve in the knowledge of it, 
and in the profitable application of that knowledge, by the perusal of sodi 
fictions as those before us.**— Q«arf«r/y Review. 

PERSUASION, a Novel. By the same Author. In 2 vok. 

** It is one of the most elegant fictions of common life we ever remember to 
have met with.''— Quarterly Rev. 

MANSFIELD PARK. By the same Author. 

" Mansfield Park contains some of Miss Austen*8 moral lessons, as well ai 
her most humorous descriptions.**— Qicart«r/y Review. 

By the same Author, 
NORTHANGER ABBEY, 2 vols. 
EMMA, 2 vola 
SENSE AND SENSIBIUTY, 2 vols. 

"This work, Sense and Sensibility, is of the same correct and instmctivt 
character as those which have preceded it, showing the same knowledge of clla^ 
acters and dramatic skill in portraying them; the same simplicity of plot, thi 
same power of interesting the fiMlings deeply, and the same elevated tone of sea* 
timent.*'— JJaftisiore Jlmerican. 



MISCELLANEOUS. 



ALHAMBRA; a Series of Tales and aketchct* of tht.' Moore 
and Spaniard& By the author of the Sketch-Book. ]n ti vols, 

"We bavG read a part of Wa«hiiifton Irving'! new Skttch Book, the ^wnc of 
wkkh is Spain, the most romantic of European countricfl, and the best kncVu 
by the gifted author. His style has lont nothing of its peculiar cliHrni. — liib de- 
■cripcions are as graphic as usual, and enlivened with racy anecdoiot) and Imppv 
reflection. We shall probably soon furnish a specimen of thin work, Iroui ihi; 
whole of which we expect gratification.**— ^*at. Gazette. 

The bravo. By the author of the " Spy/* " PUot," « Ile<3 
Rover," &c. In 2 vola 12ma 

•* Let us honestly avow in conclusion, that in addition to the fharm of an 
interesting fiction to be found in these pages, there is more menial |x>w(t 
in them, more matter that sets people thinking, more of that quality that 
is accelerating the onward movement of the world, than in all the ^:^olch 
novels that have so deservedly won our admiration." — New Monlldy Mag. 

**Thi8 new novel iirora the pen of our countryman, Cooper, will wm new 
lanreis for him. It is full of dramatic interest — ** hair-breadih esc-arKw" — 
animated and bustling scenes on the canals, in the prisons, on the Itiulto, 
in the Adriatic, and in the streets of Venice." — A'. It. Courier ^ Enquirer. 

**Of the whole work, we may confidently say that it is very aide — u |Xir- 
ibrmance of genius and power." — NaL Gazette. 

'^The Bravo will, we think, tend much to exnlt and rxtrnd ihc fiime of 
its author. We have hurried through its poges with an avidity which must 
find its anology in tlie interesting character of the incidents and the very 
vivid and grap'hic style in which they are described." 

By the same author. 
The IlEIDENMAUER, or Pagan Camp. In 2 vols. 

SALMOMA ; or, Days of Fly Fiidiing ; by Sm II. Davy. 

*' We are surprised, in meeting with an American reprint of this* deli^riitful 
volume, that a work so universally popular has not been before republished in 
this country."— A". Y. JimeHcmi. 

" One of the most dclightfiil labors of leisure ever seen ; not a few of the 
most beautifol phenomena of nature are here lucidly explained." — Ocnt. Mag 

The NATURAL IHSTORY of SELBORNE. By the late 
Rev. Gilbert White, A. M., Fellow of the Oriel Collepre, 
Oxford, with additions, by Sir William Jardine, Bart F. R, S. 
E. F. L S. M. W. S., author of " Elustrations of Ornithology." 

** * White's History of Selbome,* the most foscinating piece of rural writing 
and sound English fAiilosofriiy that has ever issued Arom the press.'*— w9fA«ii««m. 

The mechanism of the HEAVENS, by Mrs. SosuntviLui. 
In 18mo. 

" We possess already innumerable discourses on Astronomy, in whirh the 
wonders of the heavens and their laws are treated of; but we can say moat 
conscientiously that we are acquainted with none — not even La Place's own 
beautifhl npose in his System iu Monde,— in which all that is essentially inter- 
esting in the motions and laws of the celestial bodies, or which is capable of 
popular enunciation, is so admirably, so graphically, or we may add, so uu- 
aflectedly and simply placed before us. * * * Is it asking too much of Mrs. 
Bmnerville to express a hope that she will allow this beautiful preliminary 
Dissertation to be printed separately, for the delight and instruction of thou- 
sands of readers, young and old, who cannot understand, or are too indolent 
to apply themselves to the more elaborate parts of the work ? If she will «lo 
this, we hereby promise to exert our best endeavors to make Ua merits known." 
'-Utorarf Qmim: 



MISCELIiAIfEOUS, 

A BEEMOIR OF 8KB ASTIAH CABOT, witb a R«irlew •€ tht 
History of Uarltlme IMMorerjr* lUastrated liy P o cfiw i ti 
from tl&e Rolla, aow flrrt pi&lBlislfted« I 

** Put forth in the moat unpretending manner, and without a name, this wwfc 
is of paramount imporunce to tlie lubjeeti of which it treat*.**— lit. Ocrtft. 
'* The author ha« corrected many arare erron, and in general given us adetnr 
insight into transactions of consideraMe national interest.**— /6. " Will it not," 
says the author, with Just astonishment, *' be deemed almost incredible, that tbe 
very iDstrumeot in the Records of England, which recites the Great Diseoverj, 
and idainly contemplates a scheme of Colonisation, should, up to this monwsU 
have been treated by her own writers as that which first gave permission to go 
forth and explore V'—Ib. " We must return to investigate several ctdlatenl 
matters which we think deserving of more space than we can this week bestov. 
Meanwhile we recommend the work as one of great value and interest"— A. 

" The general reader, as well as the navigator and the curious, will dttivc 
pleasure and information Arom this well-written production." — Courier. 

" A specimen of honest inquiry. It is quite frightful to think of the number of 
the inaccuracies it exposes : we shall cease to have confidence in books." " Tbe 
investigation of truth is not tbe fashion of these times. But every sincere in- 

Siuirer after historical accuracy -ought to purchase the book as a curiosity : more 
alse assertions and inaccurate statements were never exposed in the same com- 
pass. It has given us a lesson we shall never forget, and hope to profit hy."Spect 

mSTORT OF TH£ NORTHJIENy OR NORMANS AND 
DANBS ; ftrom the earliest times to tine Conqaest of Kng* 
land 1>y "WHUam of Normandy* By Henry 'WlIeatox^ Men^ 
1»er of the Seandinavian and Icelandic^ I«iterary Societies 
of Copenbfltfi^en* 

This work embraces the great leading features of Scandinavian history, com- 
mencing with the heroic age, and advancing from the earliest dawn of civiliza- 
tion to the introduction of Christianity into the North— its long and bloody 
strife with Paganism— the discovery and colonisation of Icclaad, Greenland, 
and North America, by the Norwegian navigators, before the time of Columbus 
—the military and maritime expeditions of the Northmen— their early inter- 
course of commerce and war with Constantinople and the Eastern empire— the 
establishment of a Norman state in France, under Roilo, and the subjugation of 
England, first by the Danes, under Canute the Great, and subsequently by tlie 
Normans, under Puke William, the founder of the English monarchy. It alw 
contains an account of the mythology and literature of the ancient North — the 
Icelandic language prevailing all over the Scandinavian countries until the 
formation of the present living tongues of Sweden and Denmark— an analysis 
of the Eddas, Sagas, and various chronicles and songs relating to the Northern 
deities and heroes, constituting the original materials fi'om which the work has 
been principally composed. It is intended to illustrate the history of France 
and England during the middle ages, and at the same time to serve as an intro- 
duction to the modern liistory ofDenmark, Norway, and Sweden. 

AN HISTORICAI< INQ^UIRIT INTO THb" PRODUCTION 
AND CONSUMPTION OF THB PRECIOUS HETAIiSy 
from tl&e Barliest Agea^ and into the Influence of tl&eir In- 
crease or Diniinution on the Prices of Conunoditles* By 
'William Jaooby Bsq. F* R. S» In 8vo« 

" Mr. Jacob's Historical Inquiry into the Production and Consumption of the 
Precious Metals is one of the most curious and important works which has 
lately issued from the press. The influence of the precious metals on the indus- 
try of mankind is acknowledged to be great ; though, perhaps, the notions re. 
specting the precise mode of its operation were obscure, and undoubtedly the 
history of its effects had never been traced with accuracy and ingenuity. Mr. 
Huskisson, who had maintained a friendship with Mr. Jacob for more than five- 
and-twenty years, first put the author on the investigation; it is one of the minor 
obligations which the country owes to that enlightened statesman.**— is^eefotor 
*' It was written at the suggestion of the late Mr. Huskisson, and displays 
the fi'uits of much industry and research, guided by a sound judgment, and era- 
bodying more learning than is usually brought to bear on statistical or eco- 
nomical subjects. We recommend the book to general attention.** 7*fine». 



<« The editon and inibliriieni dmdd nc«ve th« thanks of tha pnient 
ittienttioii, and the ^titade of poaterily, for being the fint tojprepare in 
Uiw langtiase what deaerves to be entitled not the ENCTCLORiEDIA 
AMERICANA, but the raopix'i ubrabt.'*-- M Y, Courier and Etiquirer. 



Jvst Publi^dy bjf Carey ^ Lea^ and Slanchard^ 




Rkhmond by J.ilNuk; in Savannahl^ W^T. W^^amt; in Charleston 
bjr W. H. Berrett ; in New-Orleans by m MKean ; in Mobile by Odiome 
f Smith i and by' the principal bookaeHen tfaroa|[hoat the Union. 

VOLUME 12, 

oozrTAnnH0 about i,6oo artzoxjcs, 

(To he continued at intervaU of three numths,) 

or THS 

ENCYCLOPiEDIA AMERICANA: 

A 

POPULAR DICTIONARY 

or 
ARTS, SCIENCES, LITERATURE, HISTORY, AND POLITICS, 

BROOOHT DOWN TO THB PRBSBNT TIICS, AND INCLUDING A C0PI0V8 
COLLKCnON OF ORIGINAL ARTlCLBfl IN 

AMERICAN BIOGRAPHY: 
On the basis of the Seventh Edition of the German 

CONVERSATIONSLEXICON. 



Edited bt FRANCIS LIEBER, 

ASSISTED BY 

EDWARD WIGGLESWORTH and T. G. BRADFORD, Esors. 

IN THIRTE£NLARGB VOLUMES, OCTAVO, PRICE TO SUBSCRIBERS. 
BOUND IN CLOTH, TWO DOLLARS AND A HALF EACH. 

EACH VOLUME WILL CONTAIN BETWEEN 600 AND 700 PAGES. 



••THE WORLD.RENOWNED CONVERSATIONS-LEXICON."— JBtfinter^A 
tuvteW' 

" To supersede cumbrous Encyclopedias, and put within the reach of the poor- 
est man, a ecmpltU likrary, equal to about forty or fifty f ood-sized octavos, em- 
bracing every possible subject of interest to the number of 30,000 in all— provided 
he can spare either Arom his earnings or his extravagancies, twenty cents a week, 
(br three years, a library so contrived, as to be equally suited to the learned and 
the unlearned,— the mechanic— the merchant, and the professional man."— JV*. F. 
Onrierund Inquirer, 

** The reputation of this valaable work has augmented with each volume ; and 
if the unanimous opinion of the press, uttered from all quarters, be true, which 
in this instance happims to be the case, it is indeed one of the best of publica- 
tions. It should be m the po s s es sion of every intelligent man, as it is a library 
in itself, comprising an immense mass of Um upon almost every possible sub> 
jact, aud in the cheapest poartble form."— JV. F. ifirrtr. 
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More than half of the ToiiunM of thia work are now befbra the poUk; 
and the reception they have met with k the beat evidence that the pobUi- 
en have fulmled the promiMa made at in oatset. They have now only IQ 
promise, fur the editori and themaelvea, that no exertion ihall be qamd to 
render the remaining volnmei equal to thoae already publiahed, uid thai 
tuitain the reputation it has acqmred. The subscription is large, and ifr 
creonng ; and in those quarters where its circulation is rreatest, and when 
it is best known, there is a constantly increasing demand. The pmbUshen 
invite the attention of those who may not already have possessed tnemsehci 
of it, or may not have had an opportunity to become acquainted with in 
merits, to tne ibllowing account of the original work, upob which it ii 
based, and which is termed by the Edinburgh Review — 

THE WORLD-aXNOWNED UDniO OO1NVERSATION8 JLXXICOK. 

It fills intended to supply a want occasioned by the character of th« 
age, in which the sciences, arts, trades, and the various ibrms cit know- 
iMge and of activo life, had become so much extended and diversified, 
that no individual engaged in business could become well acquainted yfisk 
all subjects of general mterest ; while the wide diffusion of infbrroatioa 
rendered such knowledge essential to the character of an accom^ished 
man. This want, no existing works were adequate to supply. Books treav 
ing of particular branches, such as gazetteers, &c were loo confined in 
character; while volnminoiis Encyclopeedias were too learned, scientific, 
and cumbrous, being usually elaborate treatises, reauiring much study or 
previous act^uaintance with the subject discussed. The conductors of 
tli<i CoNvtiRSATioN LEXICON cndcavored to select from every branch of 
kfinwU'dgc what was necessary to a well-inibrmed mind, and to give poput 
lar views of (lio more abstruse branches of learning and science; tiia- 
their ri'a>!t>rfl might not be incommoded, and deprived of pleasure or im- 
provenicnr, by ignorance of facts or expressions used in books or convena* 
tion. Such a work must obviously be of g^reat uliU^ to every class of 
readers. It has been found so much so in Germany, that it is met with 
every w-horo, among the learned, the lawyers, the military, artists, ner* 
chnn's, iner*hanies, and men of all stations. The reader may judge how 
well it is adapted to its object, from the circumstance, that though it now 
consir(t:j of twclvo volumes, seven editions, comprising about okb huk* 
onKo Tiiot'HAND copii<:8, havc been printed in less than fifteen years. It 
hoH I>een translated into the Swedish, Danish and Dutch languages, and a 
French traaslation its now preparing in Paris. 

In the. preparation of the American edition, no expense has been sfvired 
to iiocure the ablest assistance, and the editors have been aided l^ many 
gentlcrn'^n of disiinguished ability. 

Tlie American Biographv, which is very extensive has been furnished 
by Ar«. Walsh, who has long paid particular attention to that branch of 
our hteraiiire, and from mnterials m the collection of which ho has been 
engRp'd lor some years. For obvious reasons, tlie notices of disiinguished 
Amertrnns will be confined to deceased individuals: the European biogra- 
phy conniins notices of all distinguiished living characters, as well «> 
thoffo of {last timos. 

The articles on Zoology and the various branches of Natural Scienee, 
and thoHc on Chemistry and Mineralogy, have been prepared expressly for 
thin work by gentlemen distingulHhed in the several departments^. 

In relation 10 the V\i\o Art*?, the w«»rk is exceedingly rich. Great atten- 
tion wafc! given to this in the German work, and the IMitors have hdca 
anxious to render it, by the ne<*cssary additions, as peilfrcl as possihlo. 

To gentlemen of the Bar, the work will bo peculiarly valimblo, as m 
cases where legal subjects are treat<»d. nn account is given of £ng}iih. 
French, (Terman and Araoriroa I^iw. | 
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** Witnemes fVoni every part of the eonntry concurred in declaring tiiat tbe 
Encyclopedia Aaierkana was in a fkir way to degrade tbe dignity of learning, 
•od eepccially the learning of Encyclopedias, by making it too cheap — that tbe 
miltitudefl of all daeaea were infatuated with it in saying in so niany words 
ftwn tbe highest to tbe lowest, * the wore we see of tiie work tlie better we like 
It* "— JV. Y. Courier and Inquirer. 

** The articles in the prosent voliiin«> appear to nn to evince the same ability 
and research which gained so fkvorable a reception for the work at its com- 
aaencement. The Appendix to tlie volume now before Ufl, containing an account 
of the IndtiOi Lanfua^es ef America^ must prove highly interesting to tbe reader 
in this country; and it is at once remarkable as a specimen of history and phi- 
lology. Tbe woric altogether* we rony again h? permitted to observe, rertects 
distinguished credit upon the literary and fvientific cliaractcr, as well as the 
aebolarstaip of our country."— CkaWwtoA Courier. 

" The cofrious information which this work atl<>rd8 on American subjects, 
ftilly justifies its title of an American Dictionary; while at the same time the 
extetit, variety, and felicitous disposition of its topics, make it the most conve- 
nient and satis&ctory Enej'clopedia that we have ever seen/' — ^ationnlJoHmal. 

** if tbe succeeding volumes shall e<]iml in merit tlie one before us, we mny 
confidently anticipate for tlie work a rrpntation and usefulnei>s which oii^ht to 
•aeure for it tbe most flattering encourageinuut and patronage.*'— l<<0<£era/ Gazette. 

"Tlie variety of tonics is of course vaft, and they are treated in a manner 
which is at onoe so full of information and sn inturos'tinir, that the work, instead 
of being merely reftrred to, might br; regularly iK'rti!>ed with as much pleasure as 
profit.*^— Boitiaicrs American. 

"W9 view it as a publication worthy of the age and of tlie country, and can- 
not but believe the discrimination of our rnuntrynien will sustain the publish- 
era, and well reward them for this coutribution'to American Literature."— £a/- 
tiwtort PatrioL 

" It reilects the greatest credit on Those who have been concerned in its pro- 
duction, and promises, in a variety of respects, to b») the liest as well as the most 
compendious dictionary of tlio arts, Roienc«!s, history, politics, biograpiiy, ice. 
which has yet been compiled. Tlie style of tlie portion we have read is teise 
and perspicuous; and it is really curious how so much srientilic and other in. 
ionnation could have been so satisfbctorily communicated in such brief limits." 
— JV. r. Evening Poet. 

" A compendious library, and invaluable Imok of reference."— Al Y. American. 

"Those who can, by any honest modes of economy, reserve the suii* of two 
dollars and fifty cents quarterly, Arom their family expenses, may pay for th:« 
work as flist as it is published ; 'and we confidently believe that tliey will find at 
the end that they never purchaseil so much general, practical, useful information 
at so cheap a rate."— Jbarno/ qf E4ucation. 

" If tbe enoouragenient to tlie publislieni should correspond with the testimony 
in favor of their enterprise, and the heautiAil and faithful Btyle of its execution, 
tbe hazard of the undertaking, bold as it was, will be well compensated ; and 
our libraries will be enriched by the most generally useful encyclopedic diction- 
ary that has been o&red to tlie reiulers of the Englifih language. Full enough 
for the general scholar, and plain enough for every capacity, it is far more con- 
venient, in every view and form, than its more expensive and ponderous prede- 
cessors." — American Farmer. 

"The high reputation of the contributors to this work, will not foil to insure 
it a Ikvorable reception, and its own merits will do the rest."— SiUimaa*s Joum. 

" Tbe work will be a valuable posaession to every family or individual that 
can atltird to purchase it ; and we take pleasure, therefore, in extendiog tbe 
knowledge of its merits."— JV^tiMo/ InteUifeneer. 

** The Encylopiedia Americana is a prodigious improvement upon all that has 
gone before it ; a thing for our countiy, as well as the country that have it birth, 
to be proud of; an inexhaustible treasury of useful, pleasant, and familiar learn- 
ing on every possible subject, so arranged as to be speedily and safety leferreil to 
on emergency, as well as on deliberate inquiry; and better still, adapted to tbe 
understanding, and put within the reach of the multitude. * ■* * The Eney- 
cfopMlia Americana is a work without which no library worthy of the name 
can hereafter be made up." — Yankee. 
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** This work appears to improvo as it iwuea flpom tbe preas. The number tf 
able writers, who contribute original matter in all the departments of literatan 
and science is amply sufficient to give it eelebrity and high character. Tb mea 
engaged in tbe active pursuits of life — whose time is precious — this popular die* 
tionary is a most valuable and ready mode of reference. It embraces brief 
views and sketches of all the late discoveries in seienee — and the present coadi- 
tion of literature, politics, Mlc Slc Every merchant's counting-room— every 
lawver^s library— «very mechanic— every fkrroer ought to possess a copy of this 
useful and valuable work."— Ontn'sr. 

**From the specimen which has already been given, we have no hesitation io 
saying, that in regard to intelligence, skill, and fkithfVil diligmice, it is a work 
of the very highest order. We know of no similar publieatloo that can beir 
any comparison with it (br the rich variety of yaluable infiNrmation, which it 
condenses within so small a C3mpas8. It is flree flrom all the narrowneas of Eng* 
lish prejudice, it contains many important and interesting details which can be 
Ibund in no English production, and is a work which could be written by noae 
but German scholars, more than two hundred of whom were employed in tbe 
original compilatiou.**— JiM/Mi Obtervtr. 

*' This cannot .but prove a valuable addition to the literatare of the age.*— 
JUirr. MvertUer. 

" llie vast circulation this work has had in Europe, where it has already bcea 
reprinted in four or five languages, not to speak of the numerous German edi- 
tions, of which SBVBN have been published, speaks loudly in fkvor of its iatriane 
merit, without which such a celebrity could never have been attained. To every 
man engaged in public btisiness, who needs a correct and ample book of refb^ 
ence on various topics of science and letters, the Encydopsdia Americaaa will 
be ahnost invaluable. To individuals obliged to go to situations where books 
arc neither numerous nor easily procured, the rich contents of these twelve vol> 
umcR will prove a mine which will amply repay its purchaser, and be with difli- 
cuity exhausted ; and we recommend it to their patronage in the full oonvictioa 
of its worth. Indeed, it is difficult to say to what class of readers soch a book 
would not prove useful, nay, almost indispensable, since it combines a great 
amount of valuable matter in small compass, and at moderate expense, and ii 
in every respect well suited to augment the reader's stock of ideas, and povrara 
of conversation, witliout severely taxing time or iktiguing attention.** — Am 
Daily Advertiser. 

"The department of American Biography, a subject of which It should be di«- 
gracefiil to be ignorant, to the degree that many are, is, in this work, a promi^ 
uent (bature, and has received the attention of one of the most indeflitigabie 
writers in this department of literature, which the present age can Aimish.**— 
Botion Courier. 

'* According to the plan of Dr. Lieber, a desideratum will be supplied ; the sab- 
stance of contemporary knowledge will be brought within a small compass;— • 
and the character and uftcs of a manual will be imparted to a kind of puMira^ 
tion heretofore reserved, on strong sliclves, for occasional reference. By those 
who understand the German lansiiage, the Oonvtrtalion Lexicon is consulted ten 
times (br one application to any English Encydopesdia.**— JVhft'sao/ Cfazette. 

** The volume now publislied is not only highly honorable to the taste, ability, 
and induotry of its editors and publishers, but furnishes a proud sample of tbe 
accuracy and elegance with which the most elaborate and important literarv 
enterprises may now be accomplished in our country. Of the manner in wbieb 
the editors have thus far completed their task, it is innpossible, in the course of a 
brief newspaper article, to speak with adequate justice.** — Ba$t9n Bulletin, 

" It continues to be particularly rich in tlie departments of Biography nnri 
Natural History. Whtni we look at the large raaes of miscellaneous Irnuwicdge 
spread bffbre the reader, in a form which has never been equalled for its conden- 
sation, and conveyed iu a style tiiat cannot be surpassed for propriety and per- 
spicuity, we cannot but think that the American Encyclopedia deesrves a 
place in every collection, iu which works of reference form a portion.** — Semth- 
em Patriot. 

" By fkr tbe best work of the kind ever offered for sale in thie country.**- 
U. S. Oai 
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This work will form a popular eompendinm of wbatevor \n nsefnl, instructive, 
« nd interesting, in the circle of human knowledge. A novel plan of publication 
and arrangement has been adopted, which presents peculiar advantages. With- 
out fully dctailin|[, the method, a few of these advantages may be mentioned. 

Each volume will contain one or more subjects uninterrupted and unbroken, 
and will be accompanied by ttie corre8}ionding plates or other appropriate illus- 
trations. Facility of reference will be obtained without fettering the work by 
a continued alphabetical arrangement. A subscriber niuy omit fiarticular vol- 
umes or sets of volumes, without disintegrating his series. Thus each purchast^r 
may form from the "Cabinst** a C^xlopedia, more or less comprehennive, as 
may suit his means, taste, or profession. If a subscriber desire to discontinue 
the work at any stage of its publication, the volumes which he may have re- 
ceived will not lose their value by separation from the rest of the work, since 
tliey will always either bo complete in themselves, or may be made so at a trifling 
cxiMuse. 

'i'he piircbasers will never find their property in this work (>ustroyed by tlie 
publication of a second edition. The arrangement is such that particular vol- 
umes may be re-edited or re-written without disturbing the otlicrs. The "OAm- 
NBT Cyclopaoia '' Will thus be in a state of continual renovation, keeping pace 
with the never-ceasing improvements in knowledge, drawing within its'oircle 
from year to year whatever is new, and casting off whatever is obsolete, so as to 
form a constantly modernized Cyclopaedia. Such are a C^:w of tlic advantages 
which the proprietors have to of&r to tlic public, and which tliey pledge them- 
selves to realize. 

Treatises on subjects which are technical and professional will be adapted, 
not so much to those who desire to attain a practical proficiency, as to those 
who seek that portion of information respecting such matters which is generally 
expected from well-educated persons. An interest will be imparted to what is 
abstract by copious illustratiuus, and the sciences will be rendered attractive, by 
treating them with reference to the most familiar objects and occurrences. 

The unwieldly bulk of Encyclopedias, not less than the abstruse discussions 
which they contain, has Iiitherto consigned them to the library, as works of only 
occaai«)nal reference. The present work, from its portable form and popular style, 
will claim a place in the drawing-room and the boudoir. Forming in itself a 
Complete Ltibrary, affording an extensive and infinitely varied store of instruc- 
tion and amusement, presenting just so much on- every subject as those not pro- 
fessionally engaged in it require, convenient in size, attractive in form, elegant 
in illustrations, and most moderate in expense, the "CABiKKTOYci.opAi>iA** will, 
it is hoped, be found an object of paramount interest in every family. 

To the heeds of schools and all iriaoes of public education tiie pro|H-ietors trust 
that this work will particularly recommend itself. 

It seems scarcely necessary to add, that nothing will be admitted into the 
pages of the '* Cabinet Cyclopadia** which can have the most remote tendency 
to otiend public or private morals. To enforce the cultivation of religion and 
the practice of virtue should be a principal object with all who undertake to 
inform the public mind ; but with the views Just explained, the conductor of this 
work feels these considerations more especially mressed upon bis attention. 
Parents and guardians may, therefore, rest aasared that they will never find it 
accessary to place a volume of the " Cabiiibt ** beyond the reach of their children 
or pupils. 
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CoHBiDSRABi^ progreas having been made in thia work, the publiahen 
wiih to direct the attention of the public to the advantages by which it 
is distinguished from otlier similar nicHithly publications. 

It is not intended that tlie Cabinet Cyclopedia shall form an intenni- 
nable series, in which any work of interest which may present itself from 
time to time can claim a fdace. Its sutjects are dttsified according to 
the UHiial divisions of literature, science, and art Each division is dutinctiv 
traced out, and will consist of a determinate number of volumes. Al* 
though the precise extent of the work cannot be fixed with certainty, yet 
there is a limit which will not be exceeded ; and the subscribers may look 
forward to the possession, within a reasonable time, of a complete library 
of instruction, amusement, and general reference, in the regular form of 
a popular Cyclopedia. 

The feoveral dasacs of the work are— 1, NATURAL PHILOBOPHY; S, 
The USEFUL and FINK ARTS; 3. NATURAL fflSTORY; 4. GEOG- 
RAPHY; 5. 1»0LITICS and MORALS; 6, GENERAL LITERATURE 
and^CRITICISM; 7. HIS1X)RY; 8. BIOGRAPHY. 

In the above abstruse and technical departments of knowledge, an at- 
tempt has been made to convey to the reader a general acquaiatance with 
these subjects, by the use of plain and famihar language, appropriate 
and well-executed engravings, and copibus examples and illu^itratious. 
taken from objects and events with which every one is acquaint?'!. 

Tlie proprietors formerly pledged themselves that no exertion should 
be spared to obtain the support of the most distinguished talent of the a^e. 
They trust tiiut they have redeemed that pledge. Among the volumes 
already published in the literary department, no less than lour liuve been 
the production of men who stand in the first rank of literary liilent, — Sir 
James Mnckintooh and Sir Walter Scott. In tlie scieniillc deitirtmenCa 
work has hovn prodjiced fwm tUv. jvii ijf i^Jr. lierscliel, which has l>ren 
pronounced by the hig'iest liviiiff authority on subjects of general philopo- 
phy, to contuin *' the noblest obBor\'iitions on the value of knowledge 
which have be cm marie since Bacon," and to be " the finest work of j)hi- 
losophical genius which this age has seen." 
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ROBERT SOUTHEY, Esq. Poet Laureate. 

The? Baron CHARLES DUPIN, Member of the Ro>'al Institute and 

Chamber of Deputies. 
THOMAS CAMPBELL, Esq. T. B. MACAULEY, F-sq. M.P. 
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VOItUmSS PUBIiISIIBD* 

I. II.— mSTORY Of SCOTLAND. By Sir Walter Sco-rf 

m. VI.— HISTORY OF ENGLAND. By Sm James Mackxmtosu. In 

8V0I8. Vols. Land II. 
IV.-OUTLINES or HISTORY. 

v.— HISTORY OF THE NETHERLANDS. By T. C. Grattan, Efiq. 
VII. VIII. XU— HISTORY of FRANCE. By Eyre Evans Crowe. In 

IX^— MECHANICS. By Capt> Kater and Dr. Lardner, (complete.) 
X.— A PRELIMINARY DISCOURSE on the OBJECIS, ADVAN- 

TAGES. AND PLEASURES of the STUDY of NATURAL PHI- 

LOSOPHY. In 1 Vol. By F. J. W. Herschel, Esq. 

N. B. — ^This work ibnns the Introduction or Preface to the Cabinet 
of Natural Philceophy in the Cyclopeedia. 
XI.— BIOGRAPHY of EMINENT BRITISH STATESMEN. 
XIII.— HYDROSTATICS and PNEUMATICS. By Dr. Lardner. 
XIV.— HISTORY OF THE PROGRESS and PRESENT SlTUAl'ION 

of THE SILK MANUFACTURE. 
XV.— HISTORY OF THE ITALIAN REPUBUCS. By J. C. L Sismondi. 

XVL— HISTORY op the PROGRESS and PRESENT STATE 

OF THS MANUFACTURE of PORCELAIN and GLASS. 

XVn. XVIIL XX- XXI. XXIL— HISTORY of SPAIN and 
PORTUGAL. 5 vols. 

XIX.— HISTORY OF SWITZERLAND. 

XXHL— HISTORY OF ENGLAND. By Sir JaJiks Mackixposh. 
VoL IL 

Volumes in immediate preparation, 

A HISTORY OP IRELAND, TO THE UNION. In 2 Vols. By T.Moore, 
Esq. 

A PREUMINARY discourse on the USEFUL ARTS and MANU- 
FACTURES. By the Baron Charijcs Dufin, Member of the Institute 
of France and of the Chamber of DeiMities. 

A HISTORY OF THE MOORS. In 3 Vols. By Rorert Southet, Esq. 

LIVES OF THE MOST EMINENT LITERARY MEN of ALL NA- 
TIONS. In 8 Vols. By Scott, Southey, Moore, Mackintosh, 
Montqomsrt, Conninoham. and all the principal Literary and Scien- 
tific Cootribators to the Cyclopiedia. 

A TREATISE on ASTRONOMY. By J. F. W. IIerschel, I>q. 

GEOGRAPHY. In 4 Vols. By W. Cooley, Esq. author of the '^ History 
of Maritime Discovery." 

UVES OF the MOST DISTINGUISHED BRITISH NAVAL COM- 
MANDERS. By R. Southey. Esq. 

LIVES OF THE MOOT DISTINGUISHED BRITISH MILITARY COM- 
MANDERa By the Rev. G. R. Gleig. 

The HISTORY of GREECE. In 3 vols. By the Rev. C. Thirlwall. 

UVES OF EMINENT BRITISH ARTISI^S. By W. Y. Otlev, Esq. 
and T. Phillips, R. A. Professor of Painting to the Royal Academy. 

A TREATISE on ELECTRICITY and MAGNETISM. By M. Biot. 
Member of the French Institute. 
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**BOOKt TR4T TOC MAT CAKET TO TBI RSB, A1I9 UOU) SKAMLT IK TOmL 
nAMO, ABB TUB MOfT UUBFUL AiTBB ALL. A KAB WILL OFTBB LOOK AT 
THBM, AND BB TKMPTKD TO OO OB, WHBB HB WOULD HAVB BBBB FKIOBTBBEO 
AT BOOB* or A LABOKB 8IZB, ABD OF A MOBB BBCDITB APFSABAKCK/* 

" We BJvindly call the Cabinet (Tyclopcdia a freat aBdertakinf , beeaaae we 
convidcr, that in its effects on the tone and babita of tboufht of what is known 
by the phrase, * the reading public,* it will be. if carried through in tlie spirit of 
its projfTtinn and commencement, one of the most invaluable productions of 
UKMioin litiTBturp. ♦ • 

" Uiit tiuite ailvantafes, eminent as they undoubtedly are, are not the sole nor 
tlie L'hii'f ruconimondations of the Cabinet Cvelopcdia. Neither is it on the ex- 
treme cbeapnesM of the publication, nof the federal independence — if we nay so 
8p.*ak— of itH several volumes, that we rest our.prediction of its influence on the 
tone of thinking of the present, and on the literature of the next generation— 
but nil tlw promise, ainountiii|[ almost to a moral certainty, of the great excel- 
hnee of its exe<:iitiou. A multitude of persons eminent in literature and science I 
in th*> United kingdom are employed in this undertaking; and, indeed, no others 
slioulil be employed in it ; for it is a truth that the profound and practised writer 
aluno i8 capable of furnishing a 'popular compendium.* 

" What parent or guardian that throws his eye over the list of its contributon 
but must be rejoiced by meeting the names of those who are in themselves a 
guarantee of intellectual and moral excellence?**— literary' Oazette, 

*' The plan of the work appears well adapted to the purpose it is proposed to 
fiilAt — that uf supplying a series of publications, embracing the whole range of 
literature and science, in a popular and portable form ; while the excellence of 
the execution is ^Marantied by tlie Judgment displayed in the selection of wTiters. 
The list of autliurs employed in this ambitious undertaking compriBoa aoone (tf 
the most eminent men of the present age.** — Mlas. 

*' The Cycluptcdia, when complete, will form a valuable wwk of reference, as 
well an a iiiOii>t entertaining and instructive library. It is an essential principle 
in every part of it, that it should be clear and cosily understood, and that an 
attempt should everywhere be made to unite accurate information with, an 
agreeable manner of conveying it. It is an experiment to try how much science 
may tie tauzht with little crabbed or techtiical language, and how fkr the philo- 
sophical and poetical qualities of history may be preserved in its more condensed 
state. It possesses also the moat indispensable of all the qualities of a work 
intended for ^neral instruction — that of cheapness. Whatever tlie plan might 
bfi, it was evident that tlic grand difficulty of Dr. Lardner was to unite a body 
of writers in its execution, whose character or works afforded the most probable 
hope that tliey were fitted for a task of which the peculiarity, the novelty, and 
e\'en tlie prevalent relish for such writings greatly enhance the difficulty. We 
do not lielifiVR, that in'tlie list of contributors, there is one name of which the 
enlightened part of the public would desire the exclusion. 

" In science, the list is not less promising. The names of the President, Viee- 
Prciiidents, and most distinguislied Fellows of the Royal dociety, are contained 
in it. A treatise on astronomy, by Herschel; on optics, by Brewster; and on 
mechanics, by Lardner; need be only recommended by the subjects and the wri- 
ters. An eminent Prelate, of tlic first rank in science, has undertaken a noblo 
subject which Itappily combines philosophy with religion. Twelve of the most 
distinguished naturalists of the age. Fellows of the Linnean and Zoological 
Societii.si, nro preparing a course of natural history. Otliers not less eminent in 
literature and science, wliose names it is not needful yet to mention, have shown 
symptoms of an ambition to take a place among such fellow-laborers.*'— 71wm. 

" The topics, as may be supposed, are both Juaiciously selected and treated 
with ability. To general readers, and as part of a family library, the volumes 
alruudy published possess great recommendations. For the external beauties of 
good printing and paper they merit equal commendation." — Bait. American. 

" TlHi uniform neatness of tliese volumes, tlieir very moderate price, and the 
qmntUv of inlbrniatiun which tliey contain, drawn from the beat and most 
attractive sources, have given thera deserved celebrity, and no one who detirec 
to pos^fif'ss such information, should het>itate a moment to add them to hie 
library."— /•>«/. OazeUe. 

'* 'J'hia e.vcrllcnt work continues to increase in public fhvor, and to receive 
fr.^h accesiiiions of force to its corps of contributors **— /Jf. OazftU. 

" Its plan aud arrangement are entitled to our best commendations.**— (7cat 
JMfl«r. 
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LARDNER'S CABINET CYCLOPAEDIA. 
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It m mt mkjn to dbvisb ▲ ctms roa such a statb or TxnKos (the ok- 

OTIHIHO TAITB YOB SCIBHCB;) BtJT THB MOST 0BVI008 BBMBCT 18 TO PBOVIDB 
Tire BMTOATCD CLA88B8 WITH ▲ hOIIBS OF WOECf ON POPULAB. AND PRACTI- 
CAL 80IBNCB, PBBED PBOM If ATHBMATICAL STJIBOLS AMD TKCHNICAL TERKil, 
WRITTEN IB 6UIPLB AMD PEBSPICDOUS LANaUAOB, AMD ILLUSTBATBD BY FACTS 
AMD BZPSBIIfBMTB, WUCH ABB LBVBL TO TBB CAPACITY OF ORURABT MIMXW.'* 

Q,uarUrlff Review. 



PRBXUflNART DISCOURSE ON THB OBJBCTS, ADVAN- 
TA0BS9 AND PliKASITRBS OF THB STUDT OV NATV- 
&AI« PHUtOSOPHT. By J» T* "W* Herscbel, A* HI* lat« Pel- 
low oT St* JohakH Colleffc, Cambridge* 

** Without disparaging any other of the many interesting and instructive vol- 
ames issued in the form of cabinet and family libraries, it is, perhapa, not too 
much to place at the bead of the list, for extent and variety of condensed infor- 
mation, Mr.Herchers discourse of Natural Philosophy in Dr. Lard tier's Cyclo- 
pedia."— C!ftr<«tian Observer. 

**The finest work of (^loeoptiical genius which this age has seen/'— .Afarikj*- 
CosVf England. 

** "By fiir the most deli<rhtf\il book to which the existing competition between 
literary rivals of great talent and enterprise has g^ven rise." — Monthly Review. 

** Mr. HerschePs deliehtful volume. * * * We find scattered through the 
work instancesof vivid and happy illustration, where tlie fancy is usefully called 
into action, so as sometimes to remind us of the splendid pictures which crowd 
upon us in the style of Bacon."— ^artcr/y Review. 

**It is the moBt exciting volume of tlie kiodjve ever met m ith."— JUimfA/y 
Magazine. 

**One of the most instructive and delightful books we have ever perused." — 
U. S. Journal. 



A TKEATISB ON MBCHANICS* By Capt* Kater, and tl&e 
Rev* Dlonysias I<ardner* IVitb numerooB eMfl^a-rlngti* 

** A work which contains an uncommon amount of useAil Infbrmation, ez< 
bibited in a plain and very intelligible form."— 0/su(stf*« AU. Pktheepkf. 

**ThiB volume has been lately published in En|[land, as a part of Dr. Lardner's 
Cabinet Cyclopredia, and has received tte unsolicited anacobation of the most 
eminent men of science, and the most discriminating Journals and reviews, in 
the British metropolis.— It is written in • popular and intelligible st^le, entirely 
free from mathematical symbols, and disencumbered as fiir as possible of tech- 
nical phraaes.*;— BsafM Traveller. 

** Admirable in development and clear in principlee, and especially felicitous in 
illustration from familiar sul^ta."— JHeniM/y Mmg. 

*' Though replete with philosophical information of the highest order in me- 
clianics, aidapted to ordinary capacities in a way to render it at once intelligible 
and popular."— lit. Ouxotu. 

" A work of great merit, full of valuable information, not only to the practical 
mechanic, but tp the man of aeience."— A*. T. Oemrier dmd En^quirer. 



A TSBATISB .ON HYDROSTATICS AND PNBUMATICS* 
By tlie Rev* D* Itardacr* 'Wltb niuneroiu vngrm.yrimgu» 

*' It fully sustains the (Hvorable ooinion we have alnady expressed as to this 
valuable compepdium of modern seienoe.'*— lie. G«scfl#. 

" Or. Lardner has made a good use of his acquaintance wfth the iSuniliar facta 
which iUuatrate the principtei of science.*'— .iWnUA^ Mignine. 

■* It ia written with a full knowledge of the aultject, and ia a popular style, 
abooBdliif ia practteal illustrations of the abitniae operationa of toeee tn^por- 
tant aciettcas.**— CT: S. JoumaL 



LARDNER'S CABINET CYCLOI^JEDIA. 



UVyrORY OF THE RISE, PROGRESS, and PRESENT 
STATE OF THB SILK MANUFACTURE ; with numerous 
engreyings. 

" The Tolnme treats of erery thing relating to the fabric, embracing many 
historical obaervationa and interesting facts in natural history, with practical 
directions of the miniiteat kind, for the guidance of those engaged in the pro- 
duction or the manufacture of silk. These details, with the accompanying en- 
gravings of machinery, must prove particularly valuable to those wlio wish to 
attain an accurate knowledge of a very important art, on the history of which 
alone the general reader will find much to interest him in the flrst part of the 
volnnie."— JV. Y. Jinurican. 

*' It contains abundant information in every department of this intere«tiD{r 
branch of human industry— in the history, culture, and manufi&cture of silk." 
— JiontAly Magazine. 

*' There is a great deal of curious information in this little volume. **-I«t. Qai. 

inSTORY OF TiiK ITAUAN REPUBLICS ; being a View of 
the Rise, Progress, and Fall of Italian Freedom. By J. C. L 
De SismondL 

**Tbc excellencies, defects, and fortunes of the governments of the Italian 
commonwealths form a body of the most valuable materials for political phi- 
kMOfriiy. It is time that they should be accessible to the American people, a« 
they are about to lie rendered in Sismondi's masterly abridgment. He has done 
for his large work, what Irving accomplished so well for his Life of ColombuB." 
— JVU. OuxetU. 

HISTORY OF THE RISE, PROGRESS, and PRESENT 
STATE OF THE MANUFACTURES of PORCELAIN 
AND GLASS. With numerous wood cuts. 

fflSTORY OT THE RISE, PROGRESS, and PRESENT 
STATE OT THE IRON and STEEL MANUFACTURE. 

(In press.) 

** This volume appears to contain all useful information on the subject of 
which it treats.*'— I4t. GFoxtCfe. 

" These volume are full of interest. * * * The present volume embrsces the 
manufactures of Iron and Steel only, and describes the present state of the 
more important branches of both. Bridges, cannon, ancburs, chains, screws, 
figure in the flrst department— fllea, edge-tools, and saws, the latter ; and the 
history of all forms not the least interesting portion."— JfecAaatc'« Magazine. 

BIOGRAPHY of BRITISH STATESMEN ; containjng the 
Lives of Sir Thomas More, by Sir Jamk Mackintosh ; Car- 
dinal Wolsey, Archbishop Cranmer, and Lord Burleigh. 

** A very delightful volume, and on a subject likely to increase in interest as 
it proceeos. * * * We cordially commend the work both for its design and ex- 
ecution." — London JAt. Gazette. 

** The Life of More, being from the pen of Sir James Mackintosh, engaged 
and fully rewarded our attention. It is a rich theme, and has been treated 
with the lofty philosophical spirit and literary skill which distinguiBh the 
writings of Sir James." — M'at. Oazette. 

" We are certain, that no one can rise from the perusal pf the work, without 
havinc his understanding enlarged, and the best aflfections of his heart im- 
proved." — Alburn. 

"A most interesting and valuable volume."— 0«nt. JUo^aziitf. 

ELEMENTS of OPTICa By David Brewster. 18ma 

*' The author has given proof of his well-known indufstry, and extensive ac- 
quaintance with the results of science in every part of Europe."— JMSnuUk. Jlfo^. 

" The subject is, as might be expected, ably treated, and clearly illustrated." 
— 17. S. Jour. 



LABDNER'S CABINET CYCI.OP.«DlA. 



mSTORT OF IBOSaiiANJy* By Sir James MacklAto^l^. lit 8 
Voli* Vols* I9 S Mid 3 pnbUsliedi* 

** In tbe first volume of Sir James Mackintosh's History of England, vrc fiud 
enough to warrant the anticipationa of the public, that a calm aiul luminous 
philosophy will difiuse itself over tbe long narrative of our l{riti^'h Listcry."— 
Editi burgh Review. 

" In this volume Sir James Mackintosh fully dcvelopos those prf'Ht powpr.o, for 
the possession of which the ptiblic have long given hiro crf>dit. Ilic nvult is the 
ablest commentary that has yet appeared in our lani^uage upun some of the most 
Important circumstances of English History.'*— j9t/ff«. 

** Worthy in tbe method, style, and reflections, of the autbor'ri high rr>pututinn. 
We were particularly pleased with his high veinof philofKiphical ticntiuirnt, and 
his occasioual survey of contemporary annals."— JVcittonff/ Gazette. 

" If talents of the highest order, K>ng experience in pofitirf;. and years of ap- 
plication to the study of history and tlie collection of infornintion, ciin coniiunnd 
superiority in a historian. Sir James Mackintosh may, without rcadinf; tiiiti work, 
be said to have produced the best history of this country. A perusal of the 
work will prove that those who anticipated a superior production, have not reck- 
oned in vain on the high qualifications of the author."— Counrr. 

** Our anticipations of this volume were certainly very highly rained, and un- 
like such anticipations in general, they have not been disappointed. A philo- 
sophical spirit, a nervous style, and a flill knowledge of the subject, ncquireil by 
considerable research into the works of preceding chroniclen* and hitstoriatif*. 
eminently distinguish this popular abridgment, and cannot fail to rpcimitutmd it 
to universal approbation. In continuing his work as be has lN«un, Sir Jainc* 
Mackintosh will coaler a great benefit on his country." — Loud. Lit. Oa:eUe: 

" Of its general merits, and its permanent value, it is imimsfiihle to sp^'nk, 
without the highest commendation, and after • careful and attctitivr pcru^'Mi of 
the two volumes which have been published, we are enablc<l 10 declare that, so 
far. Sir James Mackintosh has performed the duty to which he whs nsKigiiod, 
with hII (Ik: ability that was to be expected from his fn'cat prfivious attninmbnts, 
his laborious industry in investigation, his excellent judgment, liis sii{icri«<r tal- 
ents, and his honorable principles.** — Inquirer, 

" We shall probably extract the whole of his view of the reformation, merely 
to show bow that important t(^ has been handled by so able and jihilosophical 
a writer, professing rrotestantism. — M'ational OaxetU. 

" Tbtf talents of Sir James Mackintosh are so justly and deeply respected, that 
a strong interest is necessarily excited with regard to any work which such a 
distinguished writer may think fit to undertake. In the present instance, as in 
all others, our expectations are fully gratified." — OentlemarCe Magaiive. 

" Tlie second vf^ume of the History of England, forming the sixth of Cnruy & 
Lea*s Cabinet Cyclopcedia, has been sent abroad, and entirely sustains thH repu- 
tation of its predecessors. The various factions and dissensicns. tlte important 
trials and battlcs,'whlch render this period so conspicuous in the page of history, 
are all related with great clearness and masterly power."— ^Mfon Trarelter. 



HISTORT OF SCOTIiAND* By Sir "Walter Soott. In 9 Vols. 

" Tlie History of Scotland, by Sir Walter Scott, we do not liesitate to declare, 
will be, if possible, more extensively read, than the roost p>pular work of fiction, 
by the same prolific author, and for this obvious reason : it combines much of tbe 
brilliant coloring of tbe Ivanhoe pictures of by-gone manners, and all Uie grace- 
ful facility of style and {ncturesqaeness of description of his other charming ro- 
nsances, with a minute fidelity to tbe Aicts of history, and a searching scrutiny 
into tlieir authenticity and relative value, which might put to the blush Mr. 
HiimR and other professed historians. Such is tbe magic charm of Sir Walter 
Scott's pen, it rms only to touch the simplest incident of every-day life, and it vtarts 
up inverted with all the interest of a scene of romance ; and yet such ib his fideli- 
ty to the text of nature, that the knights, and serfr, and collared fools with w lH>m 
bis inwntive genius has peopled so many volumes, are regarded by us as not 
mere creations of fancy, bat as real fleah and blood existences, with all the vir- 
tues. fi«lings and errors of common-plaoe humanity."- JUe. Oazettfi. 



LA]U>!ff3r9 Ciin^lET iTTCUO^MJMA. 



T;«ii MA^T •arovjiwnwD 








" TV ftyv HI (trinttiM ami efMW ; and eveoCi am ■■■■^■■■r up wuh. mmeh. 
" ff HI htntrtrj »f fmcft « iPortfTf es ftfiire with the vocto of &■■ 



'- For •iwth a t«#le Mr,Crom9 m ernhMnOr qaaiiifcwt Ac a giaace. a» it 
^M tij^ Uke^ »n tha thsaUe oi eentariea. Km sCfle i» ami, dear. aadL pitk3F • ^n^ 
tem prytf^ Af r/VTvtetMMtkMi caabfea kim to ny nukcb. and cActi-weiT, ia a ftv 
worrli*, fo pfMieitt a dniiact auU perftet ptctura ia a narrow ly- i in' laaaiiftrrf 

" TV Kf yl'' M n«!at anii emfwlciMeii ; die tlaov^bts and eonelasinas aoond aatf 
IffH. TVmt n'^^i*«irr fji>itei*^n«m at tiK aarrative » wuceoaBpnaKti hy mxj 
nmklmwt ; <M> f b>: tnntntrj, it m •pinlad aad cofafia^'*' — Bis/t, jfmermmat, 

" Tfi tf^r^n thtr hMf>rf «4 a great aatioa, daria^ a periotf af tftirtera hva- 
dr^f) y^am. trilf» Itro tolum«av ani to p i taef i e idBci e a t iHstiactacsa aa wcB as 
)r>f^r/ M ill thf narratite, to enable aad iarinee the reader to poavaa lii»glf 
rl"Artf of All tb« kaftin^ ioeidcrnta. is a taak Ij im BKans easily eaeeaanl. it 
ha*. ii^vrDi^bM, tuf^'n wHI aeeoropluted ia tbts ioataace."— JV: F. jfcKiigaa. 

" Wriitfn fi'Hh npirit Hni Uttle.'—U. & OmztiU. 

"roiil<! tr^ hot n^)*iia/!e our yoan^ ftimds to five tbeae TolDinri a carefel 
pT'rM'nl. wf fifKHilff feel aiwared c^ their grateful acknowledgiDenta of pro^ nd 
|ili«iiufp."— A*. Y. Mkrr»r. 

" At otiM eonciM and entertaining.^'^&laritfdy Baffefia. 



Tltn 1II»TORY OF THB KKTIEEBIiAimS, t* the Baltic of 

IVaterloo* By T. C* Grattaa* 

" ft \n tMit Jiintico to Mr. Grattan to say that be baa ezecated hia labonoua 
tnttk «viili miicli iii<iiiftry and proportionate efloct. Und>afi|sured by poiiipou$ 
ttotliimrnffM, and i^ithoitt atty of tlie aflecUtion of philoaophical profunditv. his 
otyip in fiiiiipl**. liKlit, and (re«h— perapicuous, smooth, aud barmonioos.*'— La 

•' Nnvpf di'l work nppAfir nt a more fortunate pcrio«!. The volume before ui 
\n A f(iniprew(>d but clear and impartial nnrralive.'*— Lit. Oai. 

*' A long rpsidoncc in the country, and a ready accera to libraries and arcliiveft, 
hnvo fiirntfihfd Mr (iriittan with uiat(>rials which lie has arranged with skill, 
itMd out u( which he lion produced a niottt interesting volume."— O^nt. JSag. 



tllOC^nAPIlY OF DRITI8H STATKSHnEN ; contatialng the 

liH-ra of l^lr Thomaa More* Cardinal IVolaey-f Archhiahop 

Craiimer« aiid Lord Bwrlelgh. 

" A Vf ry dellAhtfkil volume, and on a subject likely .to increase in interest as it 
nrticsrdH. • • *> We cordially commend tlie work both for its design aad 
nv(«futl(}n *'-»L«n4. Lie. Gatflte. 



LARDNER'S CABINET CYCLOPEDIA. 



HISTORY ov TBS RISE, PROGRESS, and PRESENT 
STATE OF THB SILK MANUFACTURE ; with numerous 
engravings. 

" It oonuhif abamlant information In every department of thia intereeting 
branoh of buman industry— in tbe liiBtory, culture, and manuftetort of silk."— 
MantUg MagaxiMS, 

** There ia a great deal of carious information in tbia little volome.*'— Lit. Oat. 

HISTORY OF THE ITALIAN REPUBIJCS ; being a View of 
the Rise, Progress, and Fall of Italian Freedom. By J. C. L. 
De Sismonbi. 

'* The excellencies, defects, and fortunes of the governments of the Italian 
commonwealths, form a body «f the most valuable materials for political pbi- 
losopby. It is time that they should be accessible to the American people, as 
they are about to be rendered in 8itfmondi*s masterly abridinnent. He hak done 
fbr his large work, what Irving accomplisbed so well for his Life of Columbus.'* 
—Jfational Gazette. 

HISTORY OF THB RISE, PROGRESS, aud PRESENT 
STATE OF THE MANUFACTURES of PORCELAIN akd 
GLASS. With numerous Wood Cuta 

** In the design and execution of tbe work, the author has displayed consider- 
able Judgment and skill, and has so dispotied of his valuable materials as to ren- 
der tbe book attractive and instructive to the general class of reader*.**— &U. 
JBvening Post. 

** Hie author has, by a popular treatment, made it one of the most intercfiting 
books that has been issued of this series. There are, we believe, few of the 
useful arts less generally understood than those of porcelain and glass ronkinfr- 
Tbese are completely illustrated by Dr. Lardner, and the various processes of 
Umaing diflferently fashioned utensils, are fiilly described.** 

HISTORY OF THE RISE, PROGRESS, and PRESENT 
STATE OF THE IRON akd STEEL MANUFACTURE. 

(In press.) 

** This volume appears to contain all usefiil Information on tbe subject of 
which it treau.**— JU^ Gatetie. 

The history of SPAIN and PORTUGAL, In 6 vole. 

*' A general History of tb« Spanish and Portognese Peninsula, is a great de- 
sideratum in our language, ana we are glad to tee it berun under sueta favorable 
•ospiees. We have seldom met with a narrative which fixes attention more 
steadily, and bears the reader*8 mind along more pleasantly.** 

** In the volumes before us, there is unquestionable evidence of capacity for 
tbe task, and research in tbe execution.** — U. 8. Journal. 

** Of course this work can be but an abridgment ; but we know not where so 
much ability has been Hlown in condensation. It is unequalled, and likely 
long to remain so. * * We were convinced, on tbe publication of tbe first vol- 
ume, that it was no common compilation, manufoctured to order; we were pre- 
pared to announce it as a very valuable addition to our literature. * * * CNir 
last woida must be, heartily to recommend it to our renders.**— .tftAsn^ 



HISTORY OF SWITZERLAND. 

**Lik« tbe preeedlng historical anmbers of this valuable publication, it 
aboandt with interestinf deiaiki, iltastrative af tbe baUta. cbaraeter, and polit- 
ical aompiexion of tbe people and ooaatry it describes ; and afibrda, in tbe small 
apaae of oatf velame, a llgast of all tbe importaat foets wbicb, ia mora elaborate 
Mstoriet, oeeapf five timaa tba spaee.**— Jesaiy Ptt, 



XECHAmCS, HANUFACTUIUBS, Ste* 



A PRACTICAL TREATISE on RAIL^ROADS, and INTE- 
RIOR COMMUNICATION in GENERAL—cantaining ao 
account of the pedbnnBiiceB of the difierent Looomotive En- 
gines at, and subsequent to» the Liverpool Contest ; upwards of 
two hundred and sixty EzperimentB» wkh Tables of the com- 
parative value of Camus and Rail-roads» and the power of the 
present Locomotive Engines. By Nicholab Wood, Colliery 
Viewer, Member of the Institution of Civil Engineers, &c. 
8vo. With plates. 

** In this, the able author has brought up hU treatise to the date of the latest 
improvements in this nationally important plan. We con8id(Mr the volume to 
bo one of great general interest."— Zit. Goz. 

" We must, iu Justice, refer the reader to the work itself, strongly assurin* 
him that, whether be be a oMn of scienee, or one totally unacquaiuted with it> 
technical difficulties, he will here receive iastroctioa and pleasure, in a degree 
which we have seldom seen united before."— JMmf* tjf Rniew. 

REPORTS ON LOCOMOTIVE and FIXED ENGINES. By 
J. Stephenson and J. Walker, Civil Engineers. With an 
Account of the Liverpool and Manchester Rail-road, by IL 
Booth. In 8vo. Wiui plates. 

MILI.WRIGHT Asn MILLER'S GUIDE By Oliver fevAica 
New Ekiition, with additions and corrections, by the Professor 
of Mechanics in the Franklin Institute of Pennsylvania, and a 
description of an improved Merchant Flour-Mill, with engrav- 
ings, by C. & O. Evans, Engineers. 

The NATURE and PROPERTIES of the SUGARCANE, 
with Practical Directions for its Culture, and the Manu&cture 
of its various Products; detailing^ the improved Methods of Ex- 
tracting, Boiling, Refining, and Distilling ; abo descriptions of 
the Best Machinery, and useful Directions for the general Man- 
agement of Estates. By Gborob Richardson Porter. 

" This volume contains a valuable mass of scientific and. practical informa- 
tion, and U, indeed, a compendium of everything interesting relative to colonial 
agricultnre and Manufacture.**— /alvlU^eace. 

" We can altogether recommend tikis volume as a most valuable addition to 
the library of the home West India merchant, as well as that of the resident 
piariitT."— Iiii. Gazette. 

ELEMENTS of MECHANICS. By Jambs Renwick, Esq. 
Profefesor of Natural and Experimental Philosophy, Columbia 
College, N. Y. In 8va witli numerous engravings. 

'* Wc think this decidedly the best treatise on Mechanics, which has iraued 
from the American press, that we have seen ; one, too, that is alike creditable 
lo tbo writer, and to the state of :}ciencc in this country."— w9iii. Qtiar. Rwiew. 

TREATISE ON CLOCK and WATCH-MAKING, Theoretical 
and Practical, by Thomas Rbid, Edinburgh Honorary Member 
of the Worshipiul Company of Clock-Ms^B^ London. Royal 
8va Illustrated by numerous plate& 
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